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And fhew him of what Species he's an Aſs ; 


Mill ſbeau our Author he's a ſcribling Fool, 
And that the Satyr may be ſure to bite, 
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Ince "tis th' Intent and B 15 neſs of the 8 tage, 
To copy out the Follies of the Age; 
To hold to every Man à faithful Glaſs, 


J hope the next that teaches in the School, 


Kind Heaven inſpire ſome venom d Prieft. to aurite, 
And grant ſome ugly Lady may indite— 

For I wou'd have bim laſh'd, by Heavens, I <vou'd, 
7700 his Preſumption ſwam away in bliod. * 
Three Plays at once proclaims a Face of braſs, 12 | 
No matter what they are, that's not the Caſe 3 

To write three Plays, een that's to he an aſs. 

But what I leaſt forgive, he knows it too; 


For to his coft he lately has known von. 


Experience ſhews, to many a Writer's ſmart, 
You hold a Court where Mercy ne er had Part; 

So much of the old Serpent's ſling you haue, 

You love to damn, as Heaven deliobts to ſawe. 

In foreign parts, let a bold V. olunteer, | 

For publick good upon the flage appear, 

He meets ten thouſand ſmiles to diffepate his fear, 
All tickle on the adventuring young beginner, 
And only ſcourge the incorrigible ſinner + 
They touch indeed his faults, but with a Haxd 

So gentle, that his Merit flilEmay Hand. 13 
Kindly they buoy the follies of his ben, - . 
That he may ſoun em æuhen he wurites again. 
But tis not fo, in this good natur'd Town, 

AiP's one, an Ox, a Poct, or a Crown : 
Cl EN RD“ N abe 1 n down. 
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| 8 C EN E, Sir John Brute oaſis: Ga 
be, 
HAT cloymg Meat i 16 Love, when Win . 
ny's the Sauce to it? Two years Marriage has po 
every thing I hear, every thing I feel, every thiv = 
J fmell, and every Thing 1 talte —— methinks has '*, : "_ 
ife in't. r 
her Bib, no Nun of doing Penance, nor old Maid of 51 
being chaſte, as I am of being married. .- 
1 Sure there's a ſecret Curſe entail d upon the very nam J 
vitty Lady, a virtuous Lady - and yet J hate her. There I 
© WH is but one Thing on Earth I loath beyond her x thats © 
fighting. Would my Coutagh come up but to a fourth”. 
and thruſt” her out of Doors. Bat Marriage has iy 
me down to ſuch an Ebb of Reſolution, I dare not dr = 
my Sword, tho' even to get rid of my Wife But bes 8 


Sir John; ſoles. - oe A 13 WP, 5 1H 5 1 I 
Wins my five ſenſes, Every thing I fee 
No Boy was ever ſo weary cr his T. utor, no Girl of 
of Wife. My Lady is a young Lady, a fine Lady, . 
Part of my Ill nature, I'd ſtand buff to her Wer 
the comes, 


ater Lady Bur 19 5 71 i ifs 

95 L. B. Do you dine at home to day, Sir John . 535 

_ Sir Job. Why do you OT I fhou'd ol you, - phat! 4 
I don't know myſelf? 
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IL. B. Fthought there was no Harm in aſking you. 
Sir Job. If thinking wrong were an Excuſe for Im- 
pertinence, Women 9 be juſtify d in moſt Things 
they ſay, or do. 
L. B. I'm ſorry I've faid any Thing to diſpleaſe you. 
Sir Joh. Sorrow for Things paſt, is of as little Im- 
portance to me, as my dining at home or abroad ought 
to be to you. 
L. B. My Enquiry was only that I might hive PSY. 
vided what you lik'd. 
= 35 Sir Joh. Six to four you had been in the wrong there 
= 0 again; for what I lik'd yeſterday I don't like to- day; 
| f ; and what I like to-day, *tis odds I mayn't like to-morrow, | 
| L. B But if I had aſk'd you what you lik'd ? 
4. Sir 70h. Why then there would have been more aſk· 
f ng about it, than the Thing was worth. 
os 
. . wiſh 1 did but know how I might pleaſe you. 
: | Sir Job. Ay, but that Sort of Knowledge is not a 
Wife's Talent. 
L. B. Whate'er my Talent is, I'm ſure my will has 
ever been to make you eaſy. . 
Sir Joh. If Women were to have their Wills, the 
World would be finely govern'd. 
L. B. What reaſon have I given you to uſe me as you 
do of late? It once was otherwiſe : You hehe: eng 
for Love, MET 
Sir 70h. And you me for Money : So you have . 
Reward, and I have mine 
L. B. What is it that diſturbs you? 
Sir Job. A Parſon. 
I. B. Why, what has he done to you? 
Sir Job. He has married me. 
| +» ON Laer Sir John 


8 BRU r E, ſola. 
The Devil's; in the F 3 I think—T was told 8 
I married him, that thus *twou'd be: But I ,thought-I 
had Charms enough to govern him; and that where 
there was an Eſtate, a Woman muſt needs be happy; ſo 
my Vanity has deceiv'd me, and my Ambition bas mace 
me uneaſy. But ſome Comfort ſtill; if one would be 
reveng'd of e theſe a NN 2 imes; a u n ber, 
> SSRN ave 
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| wotrh forty on't. 


The Provo i . N — 
Rave a Gallant, and a ſeparate Maintenance too —The 
ſurly Puppy—yet he's a fool for't: For hitherto he has 
been no Monſter : But who knows how far he ma; pro- 


voke me. I never lov'd him yet, I have been ever true 
to him; and that, in ſpite of all the Attacks of Art 


and Nature upon a poor weak Woman's Heart, in fa- 


vour of a tempting Lover. | 
Methinks ſo noble a defence as I have made; ſhould 
be rewarded with better Uſage—Or who can tell? Per- 


| haps a good Part of what I ſuffer from my Huſband, 


may be a Judgment upon me for my cruelty to m 4 Lo- | 


ver — Lord with what Pleaſure cou'd I indulge” that 


thought, were there but a Poſſibility of finding Argu- 


ments to make it good I And how do I know but there 


may Let me ſee What oppoſes 7 My matrimonial vow 
Why, what did I vow? ] think I Promis d to be true 
to my Huſband. 

Well ; and he promis'd to' be kind to me. | 

But he ha'nt kept his Word- 

Why then I'm abſolv'd from mine ay that ſeems 
clear to me. The Argument's good between the Kin 
and the People, why not between the Huſband 85 
Wife? O, but that Condition was not expreſt— No 
matter twas underſtood. 

Well, by all I ſee, if I argue the Matter a little lon- 
ger with myſelf, I ſhan't find fo many Bugbears in the 
way, as I 3 ſhould. Lord, what fine Notions of 

Virtue do we Women take up, upon the Credit of old 
fooliſh Philoſophers ! Virtue's it's own Reward, Virtue's 
this, Virtue's that—Virtue's an Aſs, ang. a Galant 8 


Enter BZLIN DI. 3 

L. B. Good: morrow, dear Couſin: | | 

Bel. Good-morrow, Madam ; you look less d this 
Morning. | 
B. J. Lam fo: - 

Bel. With what, pray? ; 
IL. B. With my Huſband. 


Bel. Drown een for yours is a e Fellow: 


As he went out Juſt now, I pray'd him to tell n me what 
| | A 4 Time 
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| "Time of Day 
the: Ec e that was obliged to tell all the Pariſh. 


to me too. In ſhort, Belingg, 
| ouſly of late, that I cou a a reſolve to play the 


5 ar thing you defire to keep a Secret from me. 


cou'd never yet confine my Tongue. 


The Provol'd Wife. 
'twas ; and he aſk'd me if I took-him for 


IL. B. He has been ſayin do ome good obliging Things 
; he = us'd IF} barba- 


downright Wife—and cuckold him. 

Bel. That wou'd be downright indeed. 

L., B. Why. after all, there's more to be faid for't 
than you'd imagine Child. L know, according to the 


ſtrict ee of Religion 1 ſhou'd do wron „but if 


there were a Court of Chancery in Heaven, m ſure 
I ſhou'd caſt him. . 

Bel. If there were a Houſe of Lords you; night. | 
L. B. In either I ſhould infalliably carry my Cauſe— | 
Why, he is the firſt Aggreſſor, not J. 

Bel. Ay, but you know we muſt return Good for Evil 
I. B. That may be a Mitlake in thy Tranſlation— 
Prithee be of my Opinion, Belinda, for I'm poſitive I'm 
in the right; and if you'll keep up the -Prerogative of 
Woman, you'll likewiſe be poſitive you are in the 
right. when ever you do any Thing you have a Mind to. \ 


But I ſhall play the fool and jeſt on, till I make you be- 
1 ein to think I'm in earneſt. 


Bel. I ſhan't take the Liberty, Madam, to think of 


L. B. Alas, my dear, I have no Secrets. fy Heart 
Bel. Vour Eyes, you mean ; for I'm "Ie 14 ave ſeen 
Le, gadding, when your Tongue has been lockt up 


e enough. | 
1 dy eyes adding prickee after who, Child ? 
ier one that thinks. you. hate him as 


you love him. ä 2 
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IL. B. Conflan you mean? . 
too 94 . EEE. 2 


las 10. © 
5 B. Lord what ſhou'd put: ſuch ating is your 


* It which puts things into mof Pe 1 

© Obſervation. 7 EP Ale: nd n 
L. B. Why Bat aye you obſery'd'" in he Na Lak 2 

Wonder? N 
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which of all U N Woman belt. 


De Provok'd Wife. 23. 1 

Biel. I have obſerv'd you bluſh when you met kim, 
force yourſelf away from him; and then be out of Hu? 
mour with every thing about you : In a word, never 
was poor Creature fo 1 __ Deſire, and ſo _ 
in with Fear -—- | 8 

L. B. How ſtrong i is fancy 1 

Bel. How weak is Woman 

L. B. Prithee Niece, have a better Opinion of your 
Aunt's Inclination. 

Bel. Dear Aunt, have better Opinion of your Niece's 
Underſtanding. 

L. B. You'll make me _— | 

Bel. You'll e me laugh. -' 

L. B. Then you are reien wo n! 
Del. Poſitively. = 

L. B. And all I can fay— 

Bel. Will fignify nothing. 

L. B. Tho' F ſhould fwear * twere al 

Bel: I ſhou'd think it true. | 

L. B. Then let us 'both forgive 0 King her ) * we 


have both offended; I in making a Secret, you ir > ſe 


covering it. : 
Bel. Good-nature may do much: But you have' more 
Reaſon to forgive one, than I have to pardon-t'other. 


L. B. *Tis true Beliada, you have given me fo many z 23 ; 
Proofs of your Friendſhip, 5 my Reſerve has been i- 
deed a Crime: But that you may more eaſily forgive - 5 


me, remember, Child, that when our Nature pro 
us to a Thing our Honour and Religion have forbid us, 


we wou'd (wer't poſſible) corceal even from the Saul = 
itſelf, the Knowledge of the Body's Weaknef.:. © 


Bel. Well, I hope to make your Friend amends, you'll 


hide nothing from her for the future, tho” tlie 2851 | 


ſhou'd fill grow weaker and weaker. | 
L. I. No, from this Moment I have no more 0 ; 
and for a Proof of my Repentance, I own, Belinda, Pm 


in danger. Merit and Wit aſfault me from without; Na- 


ture and Love ſollicite me witkin: My Huſband's barba- 


rous Uſage piques me to Revenge; and Satan catching 


at the fair Occaſion, throws in my way that Vengeance, 


AF EE 3 
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4 Bel »Tis well Conſtant don't know the weakneſs of 
the Fortifications; for o'my Conſcience he'd ſoon come 
en eo dhe Ae e 


Whatever you may have obſery'd, I have diſſembled fo 
well as to keep him ignorant. Sv you ſee I'm no Coquet, 
Belinda: And if you'll follow my advice, you'll never 
be one neither. Tis true, Coquettry is one of the main 


and watching all Occaſions te do forty fooliſh officious 
Things: Nay, ſhou'd ſome of e ſh on, even to 
hanging or drowning : Why —PFaith — if I ſhould let 
pure Woman alone, I ſhou'd een be but too well 
please d with't. 
Bel. I'll ſwear mould tickle me ſtrangely. | 
L. B. But after all, *tisa vicious Practice in us, to give 
the leaſt E ncouragement, but where we deſign to come 
dio a concluſion. For 'tis an unreaſonable Thing to en- 


we never will apply a Cure to. 


oo 4 
r 
*x 2 


aner as Woman has in Jilting a Gallant. 
L. B. The happieſt Woman then on Earth muſt be 
our Neighbour. 
Bel. O the impertinent Compoſition ! She has Vanity 
and Affectation enough to make her a ridiculo 
nal, in ſpite of all that Art and Nature ever 
to any of her Sex before her. 
I. B. She concludes all men her captives; and ee 
Courſe they take, it ſerves to confirm her in that ven 
Bel. If they ſhun her, ſhe thinks *tis Modeſty, and 
takes it for a Proof of their Paſſion. 
L. B. And if they are rude to her, tis Conduct, and: 
done to prevent town-talk. >: + 


they are pleas'd with her Wit. 


concludes they are jealous 2 her Favours. 


4 * WS 2 
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„I. : B. Ay, I'm afraid carry the Town. too Bat 


Ingredients in the natural Compoſition of a Woman, 
and I, as well as others, could be well enough pleas'd 
to ſee a Crowd of young Fellows, ogling and glancing, 


gage a Man in a Diſeaſe, which we before-hand reſolve i 
5 ” © Bel: Tis true; but then a Woman muſt oven) one 


of the ſupream Bleſſings of her Life. For I am fallßy⸗ + 
_eqnvinc'd, no Man has half that Pleaſure in poſſefiing a * 


Bel. When her folly makes 'em laugh, me thinks > 


L. B. And when her Impertinence makes em dull, : 
Bel. 


2 hy * 4 
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talk; but they a 
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The very — glaſs gives her the dementi. But I'm 


The. Provok'd Wife.  1n © 
Bel. All their Actions and their Words, ſhe takes far 


granted, aim at her. 
L. B. And pities all other Women, nn ſhe thinks 


they envy her. 


Bel. Pray, out of Pity to ourſelves, let us find a 
better Subject; for I'm weary of this. Do you think 
your Huſband inclined to Jealouſy? _ 

L. B. O, no; he does not Joye me well enough for 
chat. Lord, how wrong Mens Maxims are l They are 


ſeldom jealous of their Wives, unleſs they are very ſond 


of 'em; whereas they. ought to confider the Womens In. 
clinations, for there depends their Fate. Well, Men may 
ot ſo wiſe as we—that' s certain. 
Bel At leaſt Mour Affairs. 

L. B. Nay, I believe we ſhou'd outdo em in the Bu- 


ſineſs of the State too; For, methinks, they do and un- 


do, and make but bad Work on't. 
Bel. Why then don't we get into the Intrigues of 
Government as well as they? 


L. B. Becauſe we have Intrigues of our own, that 


make us more Sport, Child. And ſo let's in and con- 


ſider of em. ; (. Exeunt. 


SCEN E, A Drefſing-Room. 


Enter Lady Faxcirui, Madamoiſelle, and Cox x E * 


- L. Fan. How do I look this Morning ? 

Cor. Your Ladyſhip looks very ill, truly. 

L. Fan. Lard, how ill-natur'd thou art, Carnet, to tell 
me ſo; tho' the Thing ſhou'd be true. Don't you know 
that*Flhave Humility enough to be but too eaſily out of 
\ ConcatWith myſelf. Hold the Glaſs ; I dare ſwear that 


will have more Manners than you have. Madameiſells, | 
iet me have your Opinion too. 


Mad. My Opinion. pe, Matam, dat your Ladyſhip 


| never look ſo well in your Life. 


L. Fan, Well, the French are the prettieſt obliging 
People; they ſay the moſt acceptable, well-manner'd 
Things — and never flatter. 

Mad. Your Ladyſhip ſay great Juſtice cnc; 

L. Fan. Nay, every thing's juft in my houſe but Corner. 


almoſt 


* 
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_ moſt afraid it flatters me, it makes me look ſo very 
- engaging. ( Looking affeedly in the Glaſs. 
Mad- Inteed, Matam, your Face pe handſomer den 
all de Looking-Glaſſes i in tee World, croyez- moy. 
I. Far. But is it poſſible my Eyes can be ſo languiſh- 
ing—and ſo very full of Fire? 
Mad. Matam, if de Glaſs was Burning- glaſs, I believe 
your Eyes ſet de fire in de Houfe, 
L. Fan. You may take that Night- gown, Mademoiſelle: 
Get out of the Room, Cornet; I can't endure you. This 
Wench, methinks, does not look No unſufferably ugly. 
Mad. Every eng look ugly, dat ſtand by 
Jour Latyſhip. 
I. Fan, No really, Mademoiſelle, methinks you look 
mighty pretty. 2 
Mad. Ah, Matam ; de Moon have no eclat, ven de 
Sun appear, | 
I. Far. O pretty Expreſſion! Have you ever been in 
love, Mademoiſelle? © 
Mad. Ou, Matam, [Se bing. 
L. Fan. And were you belov'd again ? 
Mad. No, Matam. [Sighing. 
I . Fan. O ye Gods! What an unfortunate Creature 
would I be in duch a Caſe ! But nature has made me nice 
for my own defence; Pm nice, ſtrangely nice, Nada moi- 
elle, believe were the merit of whole mankind beſtowd 
upon one fingle perſon, I ſhould Rill think the | Fellow 
wanted ſomething to make it worth my while to take 
"notice of him: And yet I could love; nay, fandly love, 
were it poſſible to have a thing made on purpoſe for me: 
For I'm not cruel, Madamoiſelle; I'm only nice. | 
1 Mad. Ah, Matam, I wiſh I was fine eee for 
= your Sake, I do all de Ting in de World to get leetel 
ö way into your Heart. I make Song, I make Verſe, I give 
you de Serenade, I give great many Preſent to Madam- 
_oi/elle; I no eat, I no ſleep, I be lean, I be mad, I hang 
myſelf, I drown 99 Ah me chere Dame, gui. je vous 
aimer ? | [Embracing her. 
L. Fan. Well, the. French have ſtrange obliging ways 
AT ah em: You, may take thoſe tw o pair of Gloves, Ma- 
_ * damaiſelle, 
 Mad- 


The Provok'd Wife. 'Y 
Mad. Me humbly tanke my ſweet Lady, = © 
Enter CornET. 

Cor. Madam, here's a Letter for yuus Ladyſhip by 
the Penny -· poſt. 
L. Fan. Some new Conguett; I'll warrant you. For 
without Vanity, I look'd extremely clear laſt Night, 

when I went to the Park. 

O agreeable! Here's a new Song made of me. And 
ready ſet too. O thou welcome Thing, ¶ Ki//ing it. ) 
Call Pe hither : She ſhall fing it inſtantly. ' 

| Enter Px. * 

Here, fin me this new Song, Pi a 

% S O0 . 6. 


Ly, fly you hap ieh fly; 
| F. Awaid Phe s Charms; © 


The Rigour of her Heart dentes 
The Heaven that's in her Arms. 

Ne er hope to gaze, and then retire, 
Nor yielding, to be bleft : 

Nature who form'd her Eyes of Fire, 
of Tre compos'd her 8 


Yet louely Maid, this once hopes 
A Slave whoſe Zeal you move: © 
The God's, alas, your Youth be. 
The Hew'n confifts in Love, . 
In ſite of all the Thanks you owe, 1 
You may reproach em this, <4 © 
That where they did their form beſtow 
They have deny'd their bliſs. me” 
MM Far. Well, there may be Faults, Aale 
but the Deſign is ſo very obliging, 'twould be a match- 
| | leſs Ingratitude in me to diſcover em. 
Ez Mad. May foy, Matam, I tink de Gentilman' 's dong 
9 tell you de trute. If you never love, you: never be hap- 


; Py —Ah—gue j'aime Pamour may. | 

| Enter Servant with another Letter. 

; Ser. Madam; here's another Letter for your Lad yſhip. 

: I. Fan. 'Tis thus I am importun'd every Morning, 
Mada moi ſelle. Pray how do the French Ladies when they 

- are thus accabltes 


Mad. 


14 The Provo d Wife. 
Mad. Matam, dey never complain. Ai contraire. 
When one Frenſe Laty have got hundred Lovers—Den 


the do all ſhe can to get hundred more. 

L. Fan. Well, ſtrike me dead, I think they have te 
gout bon. For tis an unreaſonable Pleaſure to ho ador'd 
by all the Men, and envy'd by all the Women—Yet * 

Tl ſwear I'm concern'd at the Torture I give 'em. Lard, 
why was I form'd to make the whole Creation uneaſy ? 
But let. me read my Letter. [ Reads . 

« If you have a Mind to hear of your Faults, inflead of 
* being prais d for your Virtues, take the pains to walk in 
<« the Green-Walk in St. James's with your Woman an 
% hour hence. You'll there meet one, who hates you for 
ec ſomethings, as he could love you for others, and there- 

44 fore is willing to endeavour your Reformation —If you 

c come to the Place I mention, you'll know who I am; 
if you don't, you never ſhall, ſo take your Choice. 

This is ſtrangely familiar, Madamuiſelle ; z now have I 

a provoking fancy to know who this impudent Fellow is. 

Mad. Den take your Scarf and your Maſk, and go to 


de Rendezvous. De Freuſe Laty do juſtement comme. ca. 
L. Fan. Rendezvous! What, rendezyous with, a Man, | 


Madamoiſelle ? 
Mad. Eh, pourquay non? | 
„ P. Fan. What ! And a Man perhaps 1 never fav. in 
my Life. 1 
Mad. Tant mieux : CY donc auer choſe 44 8 
I. Fan. Why, how do I know what Deſigns he may 
Hive. He may intend to raviſh me, for ought I know. 
Mad. Raviſh.! =- Bagatelie. I-would: fain ſeeone im- 
podent Rogue raviſh Madamoiſelle. Ouy, je la woudrois. 
L. Fan, O but my Reputation, Madamoiſelle, my Re- 
„ ; ab ma. chere Reputation, © 
Mad. Maram Quand on Þ a une 1 perdue—on 


nen e li. embaraſſee. 
L. aus e Madamoiſelle, Fe: Reputation i is a Jewel. 


Mad. Jui coute bien chere Matam. 
L. For. Why ſure you would not ſacrifice Tour Ho- 


nour to your Pleaſure? 


Mad. Ji ſuis Philoſophe. " 
L. Fan. Bleſs me, how you talk Why, what if OY ww HR 


nour be 1 Burthen, Madamoiſelle, myſt it not be borne? | 
Mad. 


T. 


Mad. Chagu un a fa Facon —2uand quelque choſe 
m incommode moy— je men defais, vile, 

L. Fan. Get you gone, you little naughty French. 
woman you ; I vow and ſwear, I muſt turn you out of 
Doors, if you talk thus. 
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Mad. Turn me out Doors ! — Turn yourſelf out of 


Doors, and go ſee what de Gentleman have to ſay to 
you———Tenez Voila (Giving her her Things haſtily.) 
votre eeharpe, voila votre quoife, voila votre maſquts 
voila tout. 

Hey, Mercure, Coguin; call one Chair for Matam, 
and one oder ( Calling within. ) for me, Ya ten wite. 


[Turning to her Lady, and helping her on - 


haſtily with ber Things. 
Allis, Matam ; depechez wvous donc. Mon Den, quelkes 


ſerapules. 


. Fan. Well, for once. Madamoifelle, Pl follow 
our Advice, out of the intemperate Deſire I have to 


know who this ill-bred Fellow is. But I have too much 


delicateſſe, ro make a Practice on't. 
Mad. Belle choſe vraiment que la d clicateſſe, lors gu 7 
Sagit de ſe devertir— Aca—Vous voila equipee ; partons. 
He bien | —ga'awvez vous donc? 
L. Fan. 7 peur, 
Mad. Je men ay point may. 
L. Fan. I dare not go. 

Mad, Demeurex donc, 

L. Fan. Je ſuis poltrone. 
Mad. Tant pis pour wous. © 

L. Fan. Curioſity's a wicked Devil. 
Mad. C'eſt une charmente Sainte. 

I. Fan. It ruin'd our firſt Parents. 

Mad. Elle a bien diverti liurs Enfans. 

L. Fan. L' hoanneur eſt contre. | 


Mad. Le plaiſir eft pour. C7; 7 


h, 


L. Fan. Muſt I then go? 
Mad. Muſt you go? muſt you eat, muſt you drink, 
muſt you ſleep, muſt you live ? De Nature. bid you do 


one, de Nature bid you do toder. Vous me feriez enrager. 
L. Fan. But when Reaſon corrects Nature Madamoi- 

elle? 

| Mad. Ell: 7 done bien infolente, ft ſa Seur ainte 


L. Fan. 


- 


n 
as N 
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I. Far. Do you then IE Nature to your 
Reaſon, Madanniſelt * 
Mad. Ouy da. 
IL. Fan. Phurguoy ? 
Mad. Becauſe my Nature make me merry, my "EY 
ſon make me mad. 
L. Fan. 4h la mechante . 1 
Mad. 4h la belle i Py Toe her Lady off. 


— 


_— 


ut: N C T II. 
8 5 0 E N E, Se. James's Park. 
| Aber, Lady Fancreur and MaPAMoOofsZLL. 
. Fax. ELL; vow, Mademoiſelle, I'm firange- 
1 impatient to know who this confi- 
dent Fellow i 13. 
Zenk x rar. 


Look, there's Heartfret But ſure it can't be him; he's 
2. profeſs'd Woran-hater.' 'Yet who knows what * 
wicked Eyes may have done? 
Mad. II nous approche, Mutam. © 
I.. Fan Yes, tis he Now will he be moſt Adden, 
925 bly Chavelier, tho' he ſhould be in love with me. 
. *, Heart. Madam, I'm ycur humble Servant I per- 
ceive you have more Humility: _ Sood Nature than 1 
thought you had. 
I. Fan. What you attribate to Humility. and had 
Nature, Sir, may perhaps be only due to Curioſity: I 
had a mind to know who it was had ill Manner enough 
to write that Letter. [Throwing him his 3 
Heart. Well, and now ] hope you are ſatisfy d- 

L. Fan. ef fo, Sir: Good-b'w'y t'ye, g 
Heart. hold there; tho you have done your 
Buſineſs, I han't done mine: By your Ladyſhip's'Leave, 

we muſt have one Moments prattle together. 

you'a mind to be the prettieſt Woman about Town, or 

not? How fhe ſtares upon me ! What! this paſſes for 
an impertinent Queſtion with you ow, becauſt you 
think you are ſo already. | 

IL. Fan. Pray, Sir, let me aſk you a Queſtion in my 

| turn: : By what right do you Pretend to — 5 
155 cart 
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Heart. By the ſame right that the ſtrong govern the 


weak, becauſe I have you in my Power; for ye cannot 


get ſo quickly to your Coach, but I ſhall have time e- 
nough to make you hear every thing I have to ſay to you; 
L. Fan. Theſe are firange Liberties you eake, Mr. 


Heartfree. 


Heart. They are ſo, Madam, but there's no help 
for it; for know, that I have a Deſign upon your 

L. Fan. Upon me, Sir! 

Heart. Ves; and one that will turn to your Glory 


and my Comfort, if you will but be a little _— than 


you uſe to be. 

L. Fan. Very well, Sir. 

Heart. Let me ſee --Your Vanity, Madam, T take to 
be about ſome eight Degrees higher than any Woman's 
in the Town, let other be who ſhe will ; and my indif- 
ference is naturally about the ſame Pitch. Now, cou'd 
you find the way to turn this indifference into Fire and | 
Flames, methinks your Vanity ought to be ſatisfy'd; 
and this perhaps, you might bring about upon pretty 
reaſonable Terms. 

L. Fan. And pray at what rate would this Indifference 
be bought off, if one ſhould have. ſo deprav'd an 246 
tite to deſire it? 

Heart. Why Madam, to drive a Quaker's Bargain, 


and make but one Word with you, If I do part * 
it —you muſt lay me down —your Affectation — 


I. Fan. My Affectation, Sir! 

Heart. Why, I aſk you nothing but what you may 
very well ſpare; \. : 

L. Fax. You' grow rude, Sir, Come 'Madamoiſells 
'tis high time to be gone. | 
Mad. Allons, allons, allons. 

Heart. (Stopping em) Nay, you may as well ſand 


ſtill ; for hear me you ſhall, walk which way you pleaſe. 


2 Fan. What mean you, Sir ? 
Heart. I mean to tell you, that you are the moſt un- 


grateful Woman upon Eearth. 


L. Fan. Ungrateful ! To who ? 
Heart. To Nature. 
- L. Fan. Why, what has Nature done for me? 
BR "In you have undone by Art.. It made you 
handſome; 
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handſome; it gave you Beauty to a Miracle, a Shape 
without a Fault, Wit enough to make em reliſh, x4 
ſo turn'd you looſe to your own Diſcretion; which has 
made ſuch. work with you, that you are become the Pity 

of our Sex, and the Jeſt of your own. There is not a 

Feature in your Face, but you have found the Way to 
teach it ſome affected Convulſion; your Feet, your Hands, 

your very Fingers ends, are directed never to move with- 

out ſome ridiculous Air or other; and your Language 

is a ſuitable 8 to draw Nen r hed upon 9 

Raree- ſnow. | 

Mad. ( Afide) E 5 ce qu'on Ros amour en Arghterh 
COMMECA. 

L. Fan. ( Aide. ) Now could I cry for Madneſs bur 
that I know he'd laugh at me for it: 

Heart. Now do you hate me for telling you the Trutki 
put that's becauſe you don't believe it is ſo ; for were yo 
ence convinc'd of that, you'd —— for your own Sake? 
But *tis as hard to perſuade a Woman to quit any thing 
that makes her ridiculous, as tis to prevail with a Poes 
to ſee a Fault in his own Play. 4 
I. Fan. Every Circumſtance of nice Breeding muſt 
needs appear ridiculdus to one who has ſo natural au 
Antipathy to good Manners. N 
* Heart. But ſuppoſe I cou'd find the Means to convince. 
you, chat the whole World is of my Opinion ; and that 
thoſe who flatter and commend you, do it to no other In« 
tent, but to make you perſevere in your Folly, that they 
may continue in their Mirth ? 

L. Fan. Sir, tho' you and all that World you talk of 
ſhou'd be ſo impertinently officious, as to think to per- 
ſuade me, I don't know how to behave myſelf, I ſhou'd 
ſill have Charity enough for my own Underſtanding to 
believe myſelf in-the right, and all. you in the wrong 
Mad. Le viola mort. 

[ Eeæeunt Lady Fanciful and Madawoiſete. 

Heart. ( Gazing af! after her.) There her ſingle Clapper 
has publiſh'd the — of the whole Sex... - 

Well, this once I have endeavour'd to waſh the Black: 
a- more white; but henceforward I'll ſooner undertake 
to teach {Sincerity' to a Courtier, Generoſity ta an U- 
ann, e to a Laveyet; nay,, n to a h 
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than Diſcretion to a Woman I ſee has once ſet her Heart 
upon playing the Fool. : 
| e CONSTANT. 

Morrow, Conflant. 

Con. Good morrow, Fack; What are 1285 doing here 
this Morning. 

Heart. Doing ! Gueſs if thou can't, Why I have 
been endeavouring to perſuade my Lady Fauciful, that 
ſhe's the fooliſneſt Woman avout Town. 

Con. A pretty Endeavour truly. | 

Heart. J have told her in as phin Engliſh as I could 
ſpeak, both what the Town ſays of her, and what I 
think of her. In ſhort, I have us'd her as an abſolute 
King would do Magna Charta. 

Con. And how does ſhe take it? 

Heart. As Children do Pills, bite 'em but can't ſwal- 
low 'em. 

Con. But prithee, what has put it into your Head, of 
all Mankind, to turn Reformer ? 

Heart. Why, one thing was, the Morning hung up- 
on my Hands, I did not know what to do with myſelf. 
And another was, that as little as I care for Women, I 
cou'd not ſee with Patience one that Heaven bad taken 
ſuch wonderous Pairs about, be ſo very induſtrious to 
make herſelf the Fack-Pudding of the Creation. 

Con. Well, now could I almoſt wiſh to ſee my cruel 
Miſtreſs make the ſelf-ſame Uſe of what Heaven has done 
for her, that ſo I might be cured of a Diſeaſe that makes 
me ſo very uneaſy ; for Love, Love is the Devil, Heart- 
free. 
Heart. And why do you let the Devil govern you ? 

Cor. Becauſe I have more Fleſh and Blood, than Grace 
and Self-denial. My gear, dear Miſtreſs ; "(death ! that 
ſo genteel a Wound ſhould be A 3 when * 
out of Faſhion! 

Heart. Nay, ſhe's much in the wrong truly ; ; but who 
knows how far Time and good Example may prevail? 

Con O] They have play'd their Parts in vain already: 
"Tis now two Years fince that damn'd Fellow her Huſ- 
band, invited me to his Wedding; and there was the 


&rſt Time I ſaw that charming Woman, whom I ny 
ov 
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lov'd ever Slide, more than e'er a Martyr did his Soul. 

But ſhe's cold, my Friend, ſtill cold as the northern Star. 

| Heart. So are all Women by Nature, which Done 
em ſo willing to be warm'd. 

Con. O, don't profane the Sex; prithee think 'em all 
Angels for her Sa e, for ſhe's virtuous even to a Fault. 

Heart. A Lover's Head is a good accountable Thing 
truly; he adores his Miſtreſs for being virtuous, and yet 
he is very angry with her, becauſe ſhe won't be lewd. 

Con. Well the only Relief. J expe& in my Miſery, "Y 
to ſee thee ſome day or other as deeply engag'd as my- 
ſelf; which will force me to be merry in the midſt of 
all my Misfortunes. 

Heart. That Day will never come, be aſſur d, Ned: 
Not but that I can paſs a Night with a Woman, and 
for the Time, perhaps, make my ſelf as goed Sport as 
you can do. Nay, I can court a Woman too, call her 
Nymph, Angel, Goddeſs, what you pleaſe ; but here's 
the Difference *twixt you and I; I perfuade a Woman. 
ſhe's an Angel, and fhe perſaades you ſhe's one. 

Prithee let me tell you how I avoid falling in Love; 
that which ſerves me for Prevention, may chance ta ſerve 


ou for a Cure. 
Con. Well, uſe the Ladies moderately then, and E l. 


13 you. _ 
Heart. That uſing em moderately undoes us all; but 
V1! ufe em juſtly, and chat you ought to be ſatisfied” 
with, 


I always confider a Woman, not as a Taylor, the Shoe: 
maker, the Tirewoman,. the Sempſtreſs, and, (which is 


more than all that) the Poet makes her; but 1 conſider 
her as pure Nature has contriv'd her; and that more 
ſtrictly than I ſhould have done our old Grandmother E, 
had 1 ſeen her naked in the Garden; for I confider her 
turn'd inſide out. Her Heart well examin'd, I find there 
Pride, Vanity, Covetouſneſs, Indiſeretion, but above all 
Things, Malice : Plots eternally a forging, to deſtroy one- 
another” s Reputations, and as honeſtly to charge the Le- 
| of Men's Fongues with the Scandal; hourly Debates 
How to make poor Gentlemen in love with * with no 


other Intent but to uſe em like Doge when they have done 
. | | | a conſtant 
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a conſtant Deſire of doing more Miſchief, and an ever- 
laſting War wag'd againſt Truth and good- Nature. 

Con. Very well, Sir: An admirable Compoſition, truly. 

Heart. Then for her out-fide, I conſider it meerly as 
an out-ſide: She has a thin tiffany Covering, over juſt 
ſuch Stuff as you and I are made on—As for her.Motion, 
her Mein, her Airs, and all thoſe Tricks, I know they 
affect you mightily, If you ſhould fee your Miſtreſs at 
a Coronation, dragging her Peacock's Train, with all her 
State and Inſolence about her, twould ſtrike you with 
all the awful Thoughts that Heaven itſelf could pretend 
to from you; whereas I turn the whole Matter into a 
Jeſt, and ſuppoſe her ſtrutting in the ſelf-ſame Rately 
Manner, with nothing on but her Stays and her under 
ſcanty quilted Petticoat. 

Con. Hold thy prophane Tongue, for I'll hear no more, 

Heart. What you'll love on ther. 

Con. Yes, to Eternity. 

Heart. Vet you have no Hopes at all. 

Con. None. | 

Heart. Nay, the Reſolution may be diſcreet enough; 
| perhaps you have found out ſome new Philoſophy, that 
Love's like Virtue, it's own Reward: So you and your 
Miſtreſs will be as. well content at a diſtance, as others 
that have leſs Learning are in coming together. 

Con. No; but if ſhe ſhou'd Py kind at laſt, my 
dear Heartfree. [ Embracing him. 

Heart. Nay, prithee don't take me for yous Miſtreſs, 
for Lovers are very troubleſome. - | 

Con. Well who knows what Time may do 2 

Heart. And juſt now he was ſure Time could do no- 
thin 

Gor. Yet not one kind Glince in two Years is ſome- 
what ſtrange, 7 

Heart. Not ſtrange at all ; ſhe don like you, that's 
all the Buſineſs. | . 

Con. Prithee don't diſtract me. 

Heart. Nay, you are a good "EPR young Fellow, 
ſhe might uſe you better: Come, will you go ſee her? 
Perhaps ſhe may have chang'd her Mind; "are" 8 el | 
Eve long as the” s a Woman, 1 

22 o 
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n. o, *tis in vain to viſit her: Sometimes to get 4a | 
Sight of her, I vifit that Beaſt her Huſband, but ſhe: | 
certainly finds ſome Pretence to quit the Room as ſoon 
as I enter. . 
: Heart. It's much ſhe don't tell him you have: made: 
3 loud to her too. For that's another good-natur'd Thing 
uſual amongſt Women, i in which they have ſeveral Ends. 5 
Sometimes tis to recommend their Virtue, | that they: { 
maß be lewd with the greater Security. - 1 
Sometimes tis to make their Huſbands fight, j in hopes <0 
they may be kill'd, when their Affairs require it ſhould 
be Þ. But moſt commonly tis to engage two Men in a? 
Quarrel, that they may have the Credit of being ſought * 
for; and if the Lover's kill'd in the Bufineſs, they cry, 
Poor Fellow, he had ill Luc — And ſo they go to Cards. 


FS RES: FR WIN 


Con. Thy Injuries 's Women are not to be forgiven. « 
| Look to't, if ever thou doſt fall into their Hands — 
Heart. They can't uſe me worſe than they do you, E 


that ſpeak well of em. 
O ho! here comes the Knight. 
. Enter Sir Joun BrUTE. 
; 3 Vour humble Servant, Sir Jobs. 
Sir Job. Servant, Sir. 
Heart. How does all your Family ? 
Sir Joh. Pox o' my Family. | 2 
Con. How does your Lady? 1 han't ſeen her abroad 
a good while. 
Sir 70%. Do! I don't know how ſhe 9 not 13 be 
Was well enough yeſterday : I han'tbeen at home to- -night, : 
Con. What, were you out of Town? _ 
Sir Job. Out of Town! No, I was diinkings.” 
Con. You are a true Egliſbman; you don't know your: - 
own Happineſs: If I were married to fuch a Woman, * 
would not be from her a > 58 for all the Wine in France. 
Sir Fob. Not from her! Oons —— what a TH ime 
ſhou'd a Man have of that SIT ES: 
Heart. Why, there's no Diviſion, I bopere Ins) 
Sir 70%. No; but there's a Conjunction, and that's 
worſe; a Pox of the Parſon — Why the plague don't FO . 
'I tro marry ? I fancy I look like the Devil-to you. + 
b Heart. Why, you don't think you bave Horns do you. 
| Cir 
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Sir Job. No, I believe my Wife's Religion will Keep 
her honeſt. | 

Heart. And what will make her keep her Religion! 8 

Sir Joh. Perſecution; and therefore ſhe ſhall have it. 

rat Have a care, S Wen are tender 
Thing 

Sir ir Fob. And yet, methinks, tis a hard Matter to 
break their Hearts. | 

Con. Fy, fy; you have one of the beſt Wives in the 
World, and yet you ſeem the moſt uneaſy Huſband. 

Sir John. Beſt Wives! — The Woman's well enoug 
ſhe has no Vice that I know of, but ſhe's a Wife, and 
damn a Wife; If I were married to a Hogſhead of Cla- 
ret, Matrimony would make me hate it. 

Heart. Why did you marry then? You were old 
enough to know your own Mind. 

Sir Jabn. Why did I marry! I aitrried 1 I had 

a mind to he with her, and ſhe would not let me. 
Heart. Why did you not raviſh her? _ 

Sir John. Yes, and ſo have hedg'd myſelf into fey 
Quarrels with her Relations; beſides buying my Pardon. 
But more than all that, you muſt know, I was afraid of 
being damn'd in thoſe Days; for I kept ſneaking cow- 
ardly Company, Fellows that went to Church, faid 
Grace to their Meat, and had not the leaſt Tinckure of | 
Quality about em. 5 
Heart. But I think you are got into a better Gang * 

Sir John. Zoons, Sir, my Lord Rake and I are Hand 
and Glove; I believe we may get our Bones broke to- 
gether to-night; have you a mind to ſhare a Frolick > 

Con. Not I truly; my Talent lies to ſofter Exerciſes 

Sir John. What, a Down-Bed and a Strumpet? A 
pox of Venery, I ſay. Will you come r drink with 
me this Afternoon? 


Con. I can't drink to-day, but we'll come ah fit an 
Hour with you if you will. 


Sir Zobx. Pugh, Pox, fit an Hour! Why can't you 
drink ? 


Con. Becauſe I'm to ſee my Miſtreſs. 
Sir Folm. Who's that? + 
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Con. Why, do you uſe to tell? ? Tok 

Sir John. 1 Say EY | 33) 

Con. So won't I. $3 erp "<1 

Sir Fohn. Why? 

Can. Becauſe tis a Secret. | 

Sir Fohn. Would we Wife knew it, 'twou'd be n 
Secret long. 

Con. Why, do you think the can't k a Secret 2 

Sir Jobn. No more than the can keep 

Heart. Prithee tell it to her to try, C wfant. 

- Sir John. No prithee don't, — I may int be plagu' 


with it. 


Cor. I'll hold you a Guinea you don't make ber tell 
it ou. 73 
a Sir Jobn I'll hold you a Guinea I do. 
Con. Which way? 7 
Sir John. Why I'll beg her not to tell it me. 
Heart. Nay, if any thing does it, that will. | 
Con. But do you think, Sir 
Sir John. Oons, Sir, I think a Woman 104 a ne are 
che two impertinenteſt Themes in the Univerſe There- 
fore pray let's hear no more of my Wife nor your Miftreſs. 


Damn em both with all my Heart, and every thing elſe 


that daggles a Petticoat ; except four generous Whores, 
with Betty Sands at the Head of em, who were drunk with 


nyLordRakeand I ten 838 in a Fortnight. Zi Sir Jol. 


Con. Here's a Fellow for you ! and the verieſt 
"bs Vage of bis Wife makes me rea- 
dy to ſtab the Villain. 

Heart. Lovers are ſhort-ſighted : All their Sent 58 run 
into that of feeling. This proceeding of his is the only 
Thing on Earth can make your Fortune. If any thing 
can, prevail with her to accept of a Gallant, 11e Bis ill 
Uſage of her; for Women will do more for Revenge than 
they Il do for the Goſpel. Prithee take heart, I have great 
Hopes for you ; and fince I can't bring you quite off of 
her, III endeavour to bring you quite on; for a whin- 
ing Lover is the damned 'ſt Companion upon Earth. + 

Cen. My dear Friend, flatter me a little more with 


theſe Hopes; for whilſt they prevail, I have Heaven 
| N me, and could 2 Joy. | i: 
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Heart. "ON no melting yet: Let things go farther 
* M firſt. This Afternoon perhaps we ſhall make ſome Ad- 
vance. In the mean while, let's 80 e at N and 
let * get you a Stomach. N n 


- 8E N E, Lady Fancyfal's Houſe IG 
Ene Tauy Fævevrul and Madamoiſell. 
L. Fan. Did you ever ſee any 11 ſo — 
Madamoiſelle ? Nas 
Mad. Inteed, lan, to a de trute, he wanted le- 
5d tel good Breeding, 0 4 
L. Fax. Good Breeding ! He warts. be can 'd, 11. 
all damoiſello: An inſolent F allow 1: n 5 St! 
And yet let me expoſe my Weakneſs, tis the only 
Man on Earth I could reſolve to diſpenſe my Favours on, 
were he but a fine Gentleman, Well; did Men but 
know how deep an Impreſſion a fine Gentleman makes 
in a Lady's Heart, they would reduce all THE r n 
to that of good Breeding alone. | v'S 
Euter Cox ET. 
1 Madam, here's Mr. Treble. He has be home 
| the Verſes your Ladyſhip made, and gave him to ſer.” | . 
L. Fan. O let him come in by all means. 
Now, Madamoiſelle, am I going to be unſpeakably happy: 
Enter TREBLE. 
8005 M r. Treble, you have ſer my little Dialogue 2 
Treb. Yes, Madam, and 1 hope your Ladyſnip vil | 
be pleaſed with it. > 
L. Fan. O, no doubt on't ; ; for really * Treble, vou. 
ſet all Things to a Wonder: But your Mufick is in parti- 
cular heavenly, when you have my Words to cloath in't. 
Treb, Your Words themſelves, Madam, have ſo 
much Muſick in 'em, they inſpire me. 
L. Fan. Nay,. now you make me bluſh, Mr. Treble 
but pray let's hear what you have done. 


Treb. You ſhall, Madam. % gn, 
A SONG to be ſung between a Man arid a Woman, 


M. H hwely Nymph, the World 5 ON fire : 1 
Veil, weil thoſe cruel Eyes. 1 
W. The World may then in Flames expires" 905 
"7 Aud hoof . 2 1 : RY, 
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M. Bat when all Morrali are deftroy'd,” 
do then all fing your Praife? s 
W. "Theſe vhs are fit to * e nn : l 
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Treb. How does your Ladyſhip like it, Madam ? 

L. Fan. Rapture, Rapture, Mr. Treble, I'm all Rap- 
ture; O Wit and Art, what Power have you when join ' d 
1 muſt needs tell you the Birth of this little Dialogue, Mr. 
 Trible. It's Father was a Dream, and it's Mother was 
the Moon. I dreamt that by an unanimous Vote, I Was 
choſen Queen of that pale World. And that the firſt 

Time I appear'd upon my Throne —all my Subjects fell 

n Love with me. Juſt then I wak'd, and ſeeing Pen, 
Ak and Paper lie idle upon the Table, I ſlid into my 

Morning Gown, and writ this in promptu 

> Treb. So, I gueſs the Dialogue, Ma m, is ſuppos d to 

de between your Majeſty, and your firſt Miniſter of State? 

L. Fan. Juſt: He as Miniſter, adviſes me to trouble 
my Head about the Welfare of my Subjects; which 1 
as Sovereign find a very impertinent Propoſal. But is the 
Town ſo dull, Mr. 17 reble, it alfred us never y another 
new Sorg? 

Tereb. Madam, 1 have -one in my Pocket, came out but 
yeſterday, if your Ladyſhip pleaſes to let Mr. Pipe ſing it. 
I. Fan. By all Means: Here, Pipe, nike what Mu- 
tick you can of this Song, here. pet 


E 
Ig O T an Angel dibells above 
Half fo fair as her 1 loves | 
ER, Haden knows how ſhe'll receiue me: 
if Be fmiles, I'm left indeed ; 
he frowns, Im quickly Freed; 
vo Heaven nows jhe ne er can grieve me. 
pn we. 
None can love I more than T, | 
Tes foe ne er ball make me di. 
7 my Flame can never warm ber: 3 
Laſting Beauty DPI adore, 
1 Hall newer love her more, 
. Cruelty will ſo deform her, 


0 
2 
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L. Far. Very well: This is Heartfree's Poetry withe 
out Queſtion. 


Treb. Won't your  Ladyſhip pleaſe to fing yourſelf this 


Morning? 


L. Fan. O ha; Mr. 7. . my Cold is ſtill ſo bars 


barous to refuſe me that Pleaſure; he, he, hem. 


Treb. I'm very ſorry for it, Madam, methinks all 


Mankind ſhou'd turn Phyſicians for the Cure on't. 


L. Fan. Why, truly, to give Mankind their due; 
there's few that know me, but have offer'd their Remedy- 

Treb. They have Reaſon, Madam; for I know no- 
body ſings ſo near a Cherubim as your Ladyſhip. | 

L. Fun. What I do I owe chiefly to your Skill and 


Care, Mr. 7 reble, People do flatter me indeed that I have 


a Voice, and a je xe ſcai uey in the Conduct of it, that 
will make Muſick of any I hing. And truly I begin to 
believe ſo, ſince what happen'd t'other Night. Wou'd 
you think it, Mr. Treble; walking pretty late in the 
Park (for I: often walk late in the Park; Mr. Treble) a 
Whim took me to ſing Chewy-Chace; and would you 
believe it; next Morning I had three Copies of Verſes, 


and fix Billet-deux at my Levee upon it. 


Treb. And without all Diſpute you deſerv'd as many 
more, Madam. Are there any further Commands for 
your Ladyſhip's humble Servant? 

L. Fan. Nothing more at this Time, Mr. Treble. But I 
ſhall expect you here every Morning for this Month, to 


ſing my little matter there to me, In e you for 


your Pains. | 
Treb. O Loads Madam. 
L. Fax. Good morrow, {ſweet Mr. T; 9M FERN 
Treb. Your Lady ſhipas moſt obedient Servant{[B xifFreb? 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to dine yet ? 
L. Fan. Ves, let em ſerve. [Exit Ser; 
Sure this Heartfree has bewiteh'd me, Madamiiſelle. You 


* 8 


— 


can't imagine how oddly he mixt himſelf in my Thoughts 


during my Rapture, ev'n now. I vow, tis a thouſand Pi- 
ties he is not more poliſh'd. Don't you thiak ſo ? 

Mad. Matam, I tink it ſo great Pity, dat if I was in 
your Ladyſhip's Place, I take him home in my Houſe, I 
lock him up in my Cloſet, and I never let him go till 

2 T teach 


- 
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Þ teach him every Ting dat fine Laty expect from fine 
Gentleman. 
L. Fan. Why truly, I believe I ſhould ſoon ſubdue his 
Brutality, for without Doubt; he has a ſtrange penchant 
to grow fond of me, in ſpite of his. Fverſion to the Sex, 
elſe he would ne*er have taken ſo much Pains about me. 
Lord, how proud wou'd ſome poor Creatures be of ſuch 
x Conqueſt? but I, alas! I don t know how to receive 
as 2 Favour, what I take to be fo infinitely my due. 
But what ſhall I do to new-mould him, Madamoi/elle? 
For till then he's my utter Averſion. 

Mad. Matam, you muſt laugh at him in all de place 
dat you meet him, and turn into Ridicule all he ſay 
and all he do. | 

I. Fan. Why truly, Satyr has ever been of wondrous 
Uſe to reform ill Manners. Beſides, tis. my particular 

Talent to ridicule Folks. I can be ſevere, ſtrangely ſe- 

vere, when I will Madamoi/elle — Give me the Pen and 

| Ink—1 find myſelf whimfical—] 1 write to him. 5 

[ Setting down to wvrite, 

— Or I'll Tet it alone, and be ſevere 

upon him that way. £ Rijeng up * 


— Yet active Severity is EL than 
Paſſive. * 1 drwn 


— Tis as good let it alone too; og a 
R. Rifne... 


every Laſh J give him, chan 
be' II take for a Favour. | 
Vet tis a thouſand Pities ſo a 1 G6 SN. 
i Satyr ſhou'd be loft. Sting. - 
1 — But if it ſhou'd have a wrong Ef. 5 
; 4 feet 1 8 him, twould n Nigg. 
Le. 


— Well, I maſt write tho? 5 
. C Sitting. 


: 3 Pl let it alone, which 3 is the 
ſame Thing. e 


Mad. La viola bau,. | | [Exe aut. | 
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ACT III. 


. SCENE opens, Sir Joun, La i Buure, and 
at | a | bh 
5 BEIx DA, riſing from the Table. 


E. | „ Sr John. 


ERE ; take away the Things ; I a Company. 
Bat firſt bring me a Pipe; Ill ſmoak (To 4 Servant. 
2 L. B. Lord, Sir John, I wonder yoa won't leave 
as naſty Cuſtom. 

Sir John. Prithee, don't be impertinent. | 

Bel. (To L. B.) I wonder who thoſe are he expects 


* 

this Afternoon. 
= L. B. I'd give the world to know : Perhaps tis Con- 
ar fant, he comes here ſometimes; if it does prove him, 
5 I'm reſolved T'll ſhare the Viſit. 
d Bel. We'll ſend for our work, and fit here. 
L. B. He'll choak us with his Tobacco. 
* Bel. Nothing will choak us, when we are doing what 
i we have a Mind to. Lovesvell. 


a Ester Lovewell. 
| Lowe. Moi: 

L. B. Here ; bring my Couſin's work and mine hither. 

(Exit Lovewell, and re-enters with their Nord. 

Sir John. Whu, pox, can't you work ſomewhere elſe-? 

L. B. We ſhall be careful not to diſturb you, Sir. 

Bel. Vour Pipe will make you too thoughtful, Un- 
cle, if you were left alone; our Prictle-prattle will cure 
your Spleen. + 

Sir John. Will it fo, Mrs Pert ? Now I baticvs it will 
lo increaſe it : hall take my own houſe for a Paper-mill. 

| (Setting and ſmoaking. 

L: B. (To Bel. aide) Don't-let's mind him; let him 
lay what he will. | 

Sir Fob. A woman's Tongue a Cure for the spleen : 
Oons ( Aide.) If a man had got the Head-ach, they d 
be for applying the ſame Remedy. 

L. B. You have done a gen deal, Belinda, ſince 
yeſterday. 

Bel. Yes, T have work'd very hard; RoW do. you 
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L. B. O, tis the prettieſt Fringe in the world. Well 
Couſin, you have the happieſt Fancy. Prithee, adviſe 
me 3 altering my crimſon Petticoat. 

Sir Fob. A por o? your Petticoat; here's ſuch a pra- 
ting, a Man can't digeſt his own. Thoughts for you. 

L. B. Don't anſwer him. (Aide. 

Well, what do you adviſe me? 

Bel. Why. really I wou'd not alter it at all. 

_ Methinks, tis very pretty as it is. 

L. B. Ay, that's true: But you know. one grows 
weary of the prettieſt Things i in the world, when one 
has had em long. 

Sir Joh. Yes, I have taught her that. 

Bel. Shall we provoke him a little? 

L. B. With all my Heart. Belinda, don't you long 

to be marry'd ? 

Bel. Why, there are ſome Things in it I could Like ; 
well enough. | 

L. B. What do you think you ſhou'd diſlike ? 

. Bel. My Huſband, a hundred to one elſe, | 

L. B. O ye wic ed wretch: Sure you don't ſpeak as 

ou think. 

Bel. Yes I do ; ; and eſpecially if he ſmoak'd: Tobacco. 

(Ee hooks earneftly at them. 

FA B. Why, that many Times takes off worſe Smells. 

Bel. Then * muſt {mell very ill indeed. 

L. B. So ſome Men will, to keep cheir Mayes from 
coming near em. 

Bel. Then thoſe wives ſhould cuckold em at a diſtance. 

| (He riſes in a fury, throws his Pipe at 'em, and 

drives em out. As they run off, Conſtant and 
Heartfree enter. L. B. runs againſt Conſtant. 

Sir Job. Oons, get you gone up Stairs, you confe- 
derating Strumpets you, or III reren xo with a 
Vengeance. 

IL. B. O Lord, he'll beat us, he'll heat us. Dear, dear 
Mr. Conflant, ſave us. 

Sir Job. I'll cuckold you, with a Pox. 

Con. Heav'ns! Sir Jobn, what's the IRE 1 
Sir 75. Sure if women had been ready created, the 

Devil, inſtead of being kiek'd' down: into Hell, had 
been marry'd. | 
5 | | : Heart. 


1 
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Heart. Why what new Plague have you found now ? 

Sir John. Why theſe two Gentlewomen did hut hear 
me ſay, I expected you here this Afternoon; upon which 
they preſently reſolv d to take up the Room, on Purpoſe 
to plague me and my Friends. 

Con. Was that all ? Why, we ſhou'd have been glad 
of their Company. 

Sir Ton. Then 1 ſhould have been weary of yours: 
For can't reliſh both together. They found fault with 
my ſmoaking Tobacco too; and ſaid, Men ſtunk. * 
I have a good mind to ſay ſomething. 

Con. No, nothing againſt. the Ladies, pray. 

Sir John. Split the Ladies. Come, will you fit Jem ?. 
Give us ſ me Wine, Fellow: You won't ſmoak ? 

Con. No, nor drink neither at this Time, I muſt aſk 
your Pardon. 

Sir John. What, This Miſtreſs of yours runs in .your 
Head; I'll warrant it's ſome: ſuch ſqueamiſh Manx as! 


my Wife, that's grown ſo dainty of l ſhe bnd fault 


even with a dirty Shirt. 

Heart. That a Woman may do, and not be very dain+; 
ty nei- her. 

Sir John. Pox o'the Women, let's n Come, you 
ſhall take one Glaſs, tho' I ſend for a Box of Lozenges 
to ſweeten your Mouth after it. f 

Con. Nay, if one Glaſs will ſatisfy you, I'II drink it, 
without putting you to that Expenee. ? 

Sir John. Why that's honeſt. Fill ſome Wine, Sirrah : 
So, here's to you, Gentlemen, — A Wife s the Devil. 
To your being 8 married. 

| (They drink.” 

Heart: O your _ humble Servant, Sir. | 

Sir John. Well how do you like my Wine. 1 

Cen. Fis very good indeed. 

Heart. Tis admiggble. 

Sir John. Then give us t'other Glak. | 

Con. No, pray excuſe us now; we'll: come another 
Time, and then we won't ſpare it. 

Sir Fohn. This one Glaſs, and no more. Come, i 
ſhall be your Miſtreſſes Health; and that's a gry Com 
Pliment from me, I aſſure you. — 

34 Cor 
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Con. And 'tis a very obliging one: to me; ; ſo give us 
the Glaſſes. | 

Sir Fobn. So: let her live. (Sir Jobs Sake in the Glaſs. 

Heart. And be kind. | 

Con. What's the Matter? Does it go the e 
wage 3 

Sir John. If I had Love enough to be jealous, I hon 'd 


5 take this for an ill Omen: For l never drank my Wife's 


Health in my Life, but J puk'd in the Glaſs. 
Con. O ſhe's too virtuous, to make a reaſonable Man 
Jealous. F | 
Sir 7 ob: Pax of her Virtue. If I could but catch her 
adulterating, I might be divorc'd from her by Law. 
Heart. And ſo pay her a yearly Penſion, to be : a diſ- 


Enter Servant, 7 
Ser. Sir, there's my Lord Rake, Colonel Bully, and 
ſome other Gentlemen at the Blue Pots, deſire your 
Company:: ß | 
Sir John. Cod's, ſo v we are to conſult then playing 
the Devil to night. 
Heart. Well, we won't hinder Buſineſs. - Be 
Sir Jahn. Mechinks, don't know how to leave you 
tho”. But for once I muſt make bold. Or look you: May 
be the Conference mayn't laſt long : So if "£8 wait 
wes half an Hour, or an Hour, if I don t dome then. 
then I won't come at all. , 
ke (To Con.) A good bar Prepoſitiol” ie | 
(Ade 
Heart. But let's accept on't however. Who know 
what may happen? 
Heart. Well, Sir, to ſnew you how fond we are of your 
Company, we 1 expect your Return as long as we can. 
Sir John. Nay, may be | mayn't ſtay at all: But Bu- 
ſineſs, you know, muſt be done. ' So, your Servant — 
Or hark you: If you have a mind to'take a Friſk with 


us, I have an Intereſt with my Lord, I can. ealily 1 one 


troduce you. | 
Cor. We are much betolding to you; but for my 

part, I'm engag'd another way. | 
Sir John. What? To your Miſtreſs, ru warrant. 


Prithee, leave your naſty Punk to entertain herſelf with 
her 


| ſhe ſhould be 
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her own lewd Thoughts, and make one with us to-night. 

Con. Sir, tis Buſineſs that is to employ me. | 

Heart. And me; and Buſineſs muſt be done, you 
know. 
Sir John. Ay 3 ; Women's Buſineſs, tho“ the World 
were conſum'd for't | (Exit Sir John. 

Con. Farewel, Beaſt : And now, my dear Friend, 
wou'd my: Miſtreſs be but as complaiſant as ſome Men's 
Wives, who think it a Piece of good Breeding to re- 
ceive the Viſits of their Huſband's Friends in his Ab- 
ſence. 

Heart. Why, for your Sake I could forgive her, tho“ 

9 complaiſant to receive ſomething elſe in 

his Abſence. But what way ſhall we invent to fee her? 

Con. O ne'er hope it: Invention will prove as vain: 
as wiſhes. | 

Enter Lady Brute and Belinda: 

Heart. What do you think now, Friend ? 

Con. I think I ſhall ſwoon © _. 

Heart. I'll ſpeak firſt then, whilſt you FREY Breath; 

L. B. We think ourſelves: oblig'd, Gentlemen, to 
come and return you Thanks for your Knigat errantry. 


We were juſt upon being deyour'd by the hery Dragon. 


Bel. Did not his Fumes almoſt knock you down, 
Gentlemen? 

Heart. Truly, Ladies, we did undergo ſome Hard- 
ſhips; and ſhould have done more, if ſome greater Heroes 
than ourſelves hard by had not diverted him. 

Con. Tho' I'm e of the Service, you are pleas'd to 
ſay we have done you; yet 'm ſorry we cou'd do it in 
wm other way, than by making ourſelves privy to what 
you wou'd perhaps have kept a Secret. 

IL. B. Por Sir Fohn's Part I ſuppoſe he deſign'd it 
no Secret, ſince he made ſo much Noiſe And for my- 
ſelf, truly IJ am not much concern d, fince tis fallen on- 
ly into this Gentleman's Hands and yours ; who, L have 


many Reaſons to belieye, will neither interpret nor re- 


port. any Thing to my Diſadvantage. 
Con. Your good Opinion, Madam, was what I fear'd 
J never could have merited. 
L. B. Your Fears were vain then, Sir ; for Lam a jul 
to er * | 
| B 5 5 Heart. 
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Heart. Prithee, Conſtant, what is't you do to get the 
Ladies good Opinions ; for Im a Novice at it? 
| Bel Sir, will you give me leave to inſtruct you? 
Heart. Ves, that I will with all my Soul, Madam. 
Bel. Why then you muſt never be llovenly, never be 
out of Humour, fare well and cry roaſt Meat, {meak 
Tobacco, nor drink but when you are a-dry. | 
Heart That's hard. | 
Con. Nay, if you take his Bottle from him, you break 
his Heart, Madam 
Bel. Why i is it poſiible the Gentleman can love drink. 
A | A 7 
123 Only by way of Antidote. 
Bel. Againſt what, pray c 
Fi Heart. Againſt Love, Madam. | 
| 1 L. B. Are you afraid of being in love, Sir ? 
£8 Heart. I ſhou'd/if there were = Danger of it. 
L. B. Pray why ſo? _ | 
Heart. Becauſe I always had an Averſion to being 
us like a Dog / 
Bel. Why, truly Men in dy are 6 Gliders: vd better. 
IL. B But was you never in love, Sir? 


Heart. No, I thank Heaven, Madam. I 
Bel. Pray, where got you your Learning then ? : 
Heart. From other People's Experience. AF 
Bel That's being a Spunger, Sir, which is e ho- 
| nell. If you'd buy ſome Experience with your oπ]n Mo- 
ney, as twould be fairlier got, f fo. 'twould Wear og 
oe ho 
"Eater: Nootman 9 "TH 
- Foot, Madam, here 8 my" Lady Fancyfiu, to wait upon 
25 Ladyſhip. 15 
L. B. Shield me, kind Heav” n: "SP hat - an Inunda- 
tion of Impertinence is here coming upon us! 2 
8 e Lady Fancyful, who runs Juft 70 DW Brute, thin 
| to Belinda kiſſing em. T 
L. Fa; My dear Lady Brute, and: ſweet Belinda I 
| Methinks it is an Age ſince I ſaw you. 
I. B Vet tis but three Days; ſure you have paſy'd | 
2 3 Time very ill, it ſeems ſo long to you. | q 
| L Fan. Why, really, to confeſs the Truth to. you, I 
am 10. everlaſtingly fatigu'd With. the Addreſſes of unfor- 
__ _tunate 
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tunate Gentlemen, that were it not for the Extravagancy 
of the Example, I ſhou'd e'en tear out theſe wicked 
Eyes with my own Fingers, to. make both myſelf and 
Mankind eaſy. What think you on't, Mr. Heartfree,- 
for I take you to be my faithful Adviſer? | 

Heart. Why, truly, Madam — I'think —every Pro- 
je& that is for the Good of Mankind, ought to be en- 
courag d. | 

L. Fan. Then I have your Conſent, Sir. 

Heart. To do whatever you pleaſe, Madam: | 
L. Fax, You had a much more limited Complaiſance 
this Morning, Sir. Would you believe it, Ladies? The 
Gentleman has been ſo exceeding generous, to tell me 
of above fifty Faults, in leſs Time than it was well poſ- 
fible for me to commit two of them; 

Con. Why truly, Madam, my Friend there is apt to 
be ſomething familiar with the Ladies. 

L. Fan. He is indeed, Sir; but he's wondrous chari- 
table with it: He has had the Goodneſs to deſign a 


Reformation, ev'n down to my Fingers ends. 


—'Twas thus, I think, Sir; you d have had em ſtand. 
(Opening her fingers in an aukward Manner) My Eyes 
too he did not like: How was't you would have direct- 
ed em? Thus I think. ( Staring at him. 
— Then there was ſomething amiſs in my Gate too : I 
don't know well how *twas ; but, as I take it, he would 
have had me walk like him. Pray, Sir, do me the Fa- 
vour to take a Turn or two about the Room, that the 
Company may ſee you - He's ſullen, Ladies, and won't: 
But to make ſhort, and give you as true an Idea as [ 
can of the Matter, I think *twas much about this Fi- 
gure in general, he would have Moulded me too: 
But I was an Obſtinate Wo (*She walks aukwardly about, 
man, and could not reſolve J faring and looking ungeinly : 
to make myſelf Miſtreſs of Then changes on a ' ſudden ia 
his Heart, by growing as be E:xtremity of her uſual * 
aukward as his Fancy. Aﬀetation. | | 
Heart. Juſt thus Women do. when C Here Conſtant and 
they think we are in love with 'em, & Lady B. talk roge-- 
or. when they are ſo with us, ther apart. | 


> 5 * * 0 ; 
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IL. Far. Twould however be leſs Vanity for me to 
conclude the former, than you the latter, Sir. - 
Heart. Madam, all I ſhall preſume to conclude, is 
that if TI were in love, you'd find the Means to make 
me ſoon weary on't. 
I. Fan. Not by over-Fondneſs, upon my word, Sir 
But pray let's ſtop here; for you are fo much govern'd 
by Inſtinct, I know you'll grow brutiſh at laſt, 
Bel. (4 zal. Now T am ſure ſhe's fond of him: I'll 
dy to make her jealous. 
ell, tor my part. I ſhould be glad to find ſomebody 
would be ſo free with me, that ! might know my Faults, 
and mend 'em. 

L. Far. Then pray let me recommend this Gentle 
man to ou: I have known him ſome Time, and will 
be Surety for him, that upon a very limited Encourage- 

nent on your Side, you ſhall find an extended Impu- 
dence on his. 
Heart. I thank you Madam, for your Rechne 
dation: But hating Idleneſs, I'm unwilling to enter 
into a Place where believe there would be nothing to 
do. I was fond of ſerving your Ladyſhip, derten 1 
knew you'd find me conſtant Employment. 

L. Fan. I told you he'd be rude, Belinda. | 

Bel. O, a little Bluntneſs is a Sign of Honeſty, which 
makes me always ready to pardon it, So, Sir, if you 
have no other Exceptions to my Service but the Fear 
4 of being idle in it, you may venture to lift | ham Lanai 
iA ſhall find you work, I warrant 8 
ö 5 Heart. Upon thoſe Terms I engage, Madam; ; ſoy” 

my (with your Leave) I 19 81 for Earneſt. 
(Of to hiſs her hand. 

Bel. Hold there, Sir; I'm none of f Heat. and Bel. 
your Earnefl-Givers. But if I'm well ) /zem lo continue 
ferv'd, I give . 15 wages, and pay ) talking famili- 
punQually. . . ardy. 3 
L. Fan. (45 de. ö I don't like this jeſting between em 
Methinks the Fool begin to look as if he were in earneſt 
but then he muſt be a Fool indeed. Lard, 17 — ar 


What a Difference there is between me and.) Bellinda- 
her op e 0 ſhould deſpiſe ſuch a Thing, ) ./cornful- 
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hat a Noſe ſhe has what a Chin -— what 
a Neck Then her Eyes And the worſt kifling Lips 
in the Univerſe—No, no, he can never like her, that's 
poſitive yet I can't ſuffer em together any longer. 
Mr. Heartfree, do you know that you and I muſt 
have no Quarrel for all this? I can't forbear being a lit- 
tle ſevere now and then. But women, you know, may 


be allowed any Thing. 


Heart. Up to a certain Age, Madam. 

L. Fan. Which I'm not yet paſt, I hope. 

Heart. (Aſide. Nor never will, dare (wear. 

L. Fan. (To L. B.) Come. Madam : Will *. La. 
dyſhip be witneſs to our Reconciliation? 

L. B. Vou agree then at laſt. 

Heart. (Slightingly.) We forgive. 

L. Fan. (Aſide.) That was a cold ill: natur'd Reply. 

L. B. Then there's no Challenges ſent between you? 

Hears. Not from me I promiſe (Ade to Con.) But 
that's more than I'll do for her, for J know ſhe can as 
well be damn'd as forbear writing to me. | 

Con. That I believe. But I think we had beſt be 
going, leſt the ſhould ſuſpect ſomething, and be ma- 
licious. 
Heart. With all my Heart. | 

Con. Ladies, we are your humble Servants. I ſee, Sir 
Fohn is quite engag'd, *twou'd. be in vain to expect him. 
Come, Heartfree. (Exit 

Have: Ladies, . your Servant. (To Bel. ) I hope. Ma- 


dam, you won't forget our n ; Tun to ſay what 


I p! leaſe to you. (Exit Heart. 
Bel. Liberty of Speech entire, Six. FE | 
L. Fan. ( Afide.) Very pretty truly But how ea 

Block head went out: Languiſhing at her; and not a 

Look toward me — well, Churchmen may talk, but 

Miracles are not ceas'd. For 'tis more than mtu, 

fuch a rude Fellow as he, and ſuch a little Impertinent 

as ſhe, ſhou'd be capable of making a woman of my 

Sphere uneaſy But I can bear her Sight no longer --—- 

methinks ſhe's growa ten times uglicr than Cornet. I 


muſt home and ſtudy Revenge. 


To IL. B.) Madam, your humble Servant; I mult 
take my leave. | 
L. B, | 


*. 
4. Vs 
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I. B. What, going already, Madam? 
L. Fan. I muſt beg you'll excuſe me this once; for 

really I have eighteen Viſits to return this Afternoon : So: 
you ſee I'm importun'd by the women as well as the men, 
Bel. ( Afide) And ſhe rags them bath 
L. Fan. Going.) Nay, you: mant go one oy ont: 
of the Room. | 
L. Z. Indeed I'll wait upon you down. 
L. Fan. No, ſweet Lady Brute, you know I haves 
at Ceremony. _ 
L. B. Pray give me leave. 
IL. Fan. You know I won't. 
IL. B. Indeed I muſt. 
L. Fan. Indeed you ſhan't. 
L. B. Indeed Iwill 
L. Fan. Indeed you ſhan't. 
L. B. Indeed I will. 
1 L. Fax. Indeed 850 ſhar't. Indeed, dadoad, indeed; L 
1 - you. ſhan't.. (E xit. L. Fan running. 

1 (They follow: 
| Re-enter Lady Baur z, ſola. 

This impertinent Woman has put me out of Hamour 
Far a Fortnight — What an agreeable Moment has her 
fooliſh Viſit interrupted — Lord, how like a Torrent: 
Eove flows into the Heart, when once the ſluice of De- 
fire is open'd ! good Gods] what a Pleaſure eres is in 
u what we ſhould not do! 

Re-enter ear. 

- Ha ! Here again. 

Con. Tho' the renewing my Viſit may feem a little 
irregular, I hope I ſhall obtain vour Pardon for it, Ma- 
dam, when you know TI only left the Room, leſt the La. 
dy who. was: here ſhou'd have been: as malicious in her 
Remarks, as ſhe's fooliſh in her Conduct | 

L. B. He who has Difcretion enough to be tender of 
a Woman's Reputation, carries a Virtue about him may 
atcne for a great many Faults. 

Con. If it has a Title to atone for any, it's Preten- 
ions muſt needs be ſtrongeſt, where the Crime is Love. 
I thereſore hope I ſhall be forgiven the Attempt, I have 
made upon your Heart, fince my Enterprize has been a 
_— to all the world but yourſelf, = 

| FO p 
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L. B. Secrecy indeed, in Sins of this Kind, is an Ar- 


- gument of weight to leflen the Puniſhment ; but no- 
_ thing's a Plea for a Pardon entire, without a ſincere Re- 
? pentance. 

| Con. If Sincerity i in Repentance conſiſts. in Sorrow for 
t offending, no Cloyſter ever incloſed ſo true a Penitent as 


I ſhould be. But I hope it cannot be reckoned an Of- 
fence to love, where tis a Duty to adore. 

* L. B. Tis an Offence, a great one, where it wou'd 
rob a Woman of all ſhe ought to be ador d for —her 
Virtue. 5 
Con. Virtue! f — Virtue, alas, is no more like the 
Thing that's call'd fo, than 'tis like Vice itſelf. Virtue 
conſiſts in Goodneſs, Honour, Gratitude, Sincer;ty, and 
Pitty ; and not in peeviſh, ſn:rlinz, ſtraight-lac'd Chaſ. 
tity. True Virtue, whereio:'er it moves, {111 carries 
an intrinfick Worth about ic, and is in very Place, and 

A tin each Sex, of equal Value. So is not Continence, you 

ſee : That Phantom of Honour, which Men in every 


1 Age have ſo contemn d, they have thrown it aan , 
the Women to ſcrabble > 5 
ir L B. Ifit be a thing of ſo very little value, why do you 
wy ſo earneſtly recommend it to your Wives and Daughters ? 
* Con. We recommend it to our Wives, Madam, be- 
be cauſe we wou'd keep 'em to ourſelves ; and to our 
n Daughters, becauſe we wou'd diſpoſe of em to others. 


L. B. * is then of ſome Importance, it ſeems, ſince 
you can't diſpoſe of em without it. 
Con. That Importance, Madam, lies in the Humour 


le of the Country, not in the Nature of the Thing. 
a- L. B. How do you prove that, Sir ? 
ke Con. From the wiſdom of a neighbouring Nation 


er in a contrary Practice. In Monarchie, Things go by 
| whimſy, but Common: wealths ven all Things 1 in the 
of - Scale:of Reaſon, 


J's L. B. I hope we are dot ſo very light a People to bring 
5 up Faſhions without ſome Ground. 
92 Con. Pray what does your Ladyſhip think of a pow 
e. der'd Coat for deep Mourning ? | 
70 L. B. I think, Sir, your Sophiſtry has all the Effect 
Fl that you can reaſonably expect it ſhould have; it Puz- 


11 zles, but don't convince, 
B. . | | Con 5 
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Con. Tin ſorry for it, 

L. B. I'm ſorry to hear you ſay io; 

Con. Pray why? | 

L. B. Becauſe if you expected more Giza it, you have b 
a worſe Opinion of my Underſtanding than I deſire you 
ſhould have. | 

Con. (Afiae.) 1 comprehend her: She EP have m 
feta Value upon her Chaſtity, that I may think myſelf. 
the more oblig'd to her when ſhe makes me a preſent of it. 

To her.) 1 beg you will believe did but rally, Madam; 
I know you judge too well of right and wrong, to be 
deceiv'd by Arguments like thoſe. I hope you'll have ſo 
favourable an Opinion of my underſtanding too, to believe 
the Thing calld Virtue has worth enough with me, to 
pals for an eternal Obligation where-e'er tis ſacrificed, 

L. B. It is, Ithink, ſo great a one, as nothing can repay. 

Con. Yes ; the making * Man you love Your: ever- 2 
laſting Debtor. 2 8 

L. B. When Debtors once e borrow all we has: 
to lend; they are very apt to grow ſhy of their NN 
Company. 

Con. That, Madam, is only when they are ſored t to 
borrow of Uſurere, and not of a generous Friend, Let: 
us chuſe our Creditors, and we are ſeldom ſo eee 
to ſnun 'em. 

L. B. What think you; of Sir John, Sir? I: Was 115 
free Choice. n 

Con. I think he's Warryl Madam: [2 {7s 
I.. B. Does Marriage then exclude Men from your 


Rule of Conſtancy ? 


Con. It does, Conftaney* s a brave,' "HI haughty, 
generous Agent, that cannot buckle to the Chains of 
Wedlock. There's a poor ſordid Slavery in Marriage, 
that turns the flowing Tide of- Honour, and ſinks us to 
the loweſt Ebb of Infamy. Tis a corrupted Soil: IIl- 
nature, Avarice, Sloth, Cowardice, and Dirt are all 
its Produd. | 

L. B. Have you no Exceptions to this general Rule, 
as well as to Yother ? 
Con. Yes: T would (after all) be an Exception to it my- 
felf, if you were free in power and will, to make me ſo. 

L. B. Compliments are well. plac'd, Where tis im- 
* to lay hold on em. Con. 


Con. I wou'd to Heaven 'twere poſſible for you to lay 
hold on mine, that you might ſee it is no Compliment 
at all. But ſince you are already diſpos'd of beyond 
Redemption, to one who does not know the value ur” 
the Jewel you have put into his Hands, I hope you 
wou'd not think him greatly wrong'd, tho? it ſhou'd 
ſometimes be look'd on by a Friend, who Knows how 
to eſteem it as he ought. | 
L. B. If looking on't alone wou'd ſerve his Turn, 
the Wrong perhaps might not be very great. | 
Con. Why, what if he ſhould wear it now and then 
a-day, ſo he gave good Security to bring it home again 
at Night. | 
L. B. Small Security I fancy might n for that. 
One might venture to take his word. 
Con: Then where's the Injury to the Owner? 
L. B. "Tis Injury to him if he think it one. For if 
Happineſs be ſeated in the Mind, Unhappineſs muſt be 
ſo too. 
Con. Here I doſs with you, Madam, and draw my 
concluſive. Argoment from your own Poſition : If the 
Injurꝭ ſie in the Fancy, there nerds nothing but 8 
to prevent the Wrong. | 
L. B. Going) A ſurer way to prevent it, is to hear 
no more A guments in its Behalf. | 
Con. | folliwving ber.) But, Madam— 
L. B. Bat, Sir, 'tis my turn to be diſcreet now, and 
not ſuffer tao long a Viſit. 
Con. ( Catching her Hand.) By Ion, you ſhall not | 
ſtir, *till you give me Hopes' that I ſhall ſee you Ra 
at ſome more convenient Time and Place, | 
L. B. I give you juſt Hopes enough —(breaking from 


im) to get looſe from you; and that's all I can afford 
You r Thms.. - - -- (Exit running. 


Cos TAN ſalus. 

Now by all that's great and good ſhe's a charming 
Woman. In what Extaſy of Joy ſhe has left me; for 
ſhe gave me Hope; did ſhe not ſay ſhe gave me Hope — 
Hope ? Ay ; what Hope—enovgh to make me let her 
90 Why, that's enough in Conſcience. Or, no 


Matter how 'twas ſpoke ; Hope was the word: It came 
from her, and it was ſaid to me. 


E nter 


The Provok'd Wife. an; * 


42 The Provot'd Wife. 
Enter HEARTFREE». 5 

Ha, Heartfree ! hou haſt done me noble Service k im 
pratling to the young. Gentlewoman without there ;: 
come to my Arms, thou venerable Bawd, and let me 
ſqueeze thee (embracing bim eagerly.) as à new Pair of 
Stays does a fat Country Girl, when ſhe's. carried to 
Court to ſtand for a maid of Honour. 

Heart. Why, what the Devil's all this Rapture for ? 

Con. Rapture | There's Ground for Rapture, Man,, 
there's Hopes, my Heartfree, Hopes my Friend: 255 

Heart. Hopes ! Of what. 

Con. Why, Hopes that my Lady and 1 together (for 
*tis more than one Body's Work) ſhould make 5 abn. 
a Cuckold. | 

Heart. Prithee, what did ſhe ſay to thee ? 

Con. Say? What did ſhe not "rg She ſaid that 
fays. ſhe—ſhe ſaid--- Zoons, I don't know what ſhe ſaid: 
But ſhe look d as if ſhe ſaid every thing I'd have her; 
and ſo if thou'lt go to the Tavern, I ll treat thee with. 
any. Thing that Gold can buy: I'll give all my Silver 
amongſt the Drawers, make a Bonefire before the Door, 
fay the Plenipo's have ſign'd the Peace, and the Bank 
of Exgland's grown honeſt. Exeunt. 
K. O K N E opens: Lord Rake, Sir Wala, Ee, at a 


Table, drinking. 
All. Huzza ! 


Lord R. Come, Boys, charge . : 
| fuſion to all Order. Here's Liberty of Conicience, . 
Al Huzza! 


Lord R. II ing you. a Song. I made this RR: to: 
this Purpoſe;: e 


Sir Fohn. 'Tis wicked, 1 hope. 

Col. B. Don't my Lord tell you he . it ? 
5 Sir Ts. Well then, let's ha't.. | 

: Lord Rake. ings. 


W an L.. 
"Hat a: Pother of late 
Hawe they kept in the State 
| About ſetting our Conſciences free? 
A bottle has more 
Diſpenſations in Store, 


| Than 50 King and the. State can decree. TICS " 


The Provot d Mife. 9 
II. 
. hen my Head full of Wine, 
oer floau with Defign, 
And know no Penal laws that can curb me: 
 Whateer I deviſe, 
Seems good in my Eyes, | — 
And Religion ne er dares to d. Purb ne. 
. 
No Saucy. Remar/e, 
Tntrudes in my Courſe, 
Nor impertinent Nations of Evil: 
HCo there's Claret in Store, 
I Peace Te my Whore, 
And in Peace ¶ jogg on to the Devil. 
All ſing. So there's Claret, &c. 
Lord R. ( Rep.) And in Peace 1 jogg on to the Devil. 
Lord R. We l, how do For like it Gentlemen? 
Al. O, admirable! 
Sir John. I wou d not give a Fig for a Song that is 
not full of Sin and Impudence. 
Lord R. Then my Muſe is to your Taſte. | 
But drink away; the Night ſteals upon us; we ſhall want 
Time to be lewd in. Hey, Page, fally out, Sirrah, 
and ſee what's doing in the Camp; we'll beat up theirs” 
Quarters preſently. = 
Page. Ill bring your Lordſhip an exact Account: =. 
Leet. Page, IT 
Lord R. Now let the Spirit of Clary go round. Fill 
me a Brimmer. Here's to our F orlorn-hope. Courage, 
| Knight: Victory attends you. 
wo Sir Fohn. And Lawrels ſhall crown me. Drink away, 
and be damn'd. ' 
12 R. Again, "a vother Glas, and damn Mo- 
rality. 
Sir Jobn. (Drunk.) A 1 Morality-—and damn 
the Watch ; and let the Conſtable be married. 
All. Huzza. 


n 


Fog 4 Ne: 


Re-enter Page. 
Lord R. How are the Streets inhabited, Sirrah ® _ 
Page. My Lord; it's Sunday Night, they are full of 
unken Citizens. 
Lord R. Along then , we ſhall have a Feaſt. 
. Col. B. 
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Col B. Along, noble Knight. 8. 

Sir John. Ay along. Bully ; and he that ſays, Sr vol 
Brute is not as drunk and as religious as the drunkneſt Ci- 
tizen of 'em all is a Liar, and the Son of a Whore. 

Col. B. Why, that was bravely ſpoke, and like a free- 
born Engh/bman. j 

Sir Jobs What's that to you, Sir, whether r am an 
Engliſhman or a Frenchman ? = | 

Col. B. Zoons, you are not angry, Sir? 

Sir John. Zoons, I am angry, Sir, — for if I'm a frees, 
born Erg/i/hman, what have Fu to do, even to talk of | 
my Priviteges ? 

Lord R. Why, ere Right, don't quarrel here: 
Leave private Animoſities to be decided by Day-Light 3 
let the. Night be employed againſt the pubſick Enemy. 

Sir John. My Lord, I reſpect you, becauſe you are à 
Man . Gnality⸗ But PH make that Fe low know, I am 
within a Hair's-breadth as abſolute by my Priviledges, 
as the King of France is by his Prerogative. He by His 
Prerogative takes Money where it is not his due; I by 
my Priviledge refuſe paying it where I owe it: \Liberty. 
and Property, and Old England; huzza ! 


A. Huzza f i - [Exit Sir John, rec ling. | 
All following _ 8 


SC E N E, a © Be balls. 73 
Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 
I. B. Sure it's late Beliada : I begin to be ſleepy. 
Bel Yes, tis near twelve. Will you go to Bed 2 
L. B. To bed, my Dear? And by that Time I'm fallen 
into a ſweet fleep (or perhaps a ſweet dream, which is bet- 
ter and better)Sir Job: will come home roaring drunk, and 
be over joy'd he finds me in a Condition to be diſturbed; 
Bel. O you need not fear him, he's in for all Night. 
The Servants ſay he's gone to drink with my Lord Rake: 
L. B. Nay 'tis not very likely indeed, ſuch ſuitable 
Company ſhou'd part preſently. What Hogs Men warn 
Belinda, when they grow weary of Women!!! | 
Bel. And what Owls "they are whilſt they arp fond 


e | 
L. B. But that we. may forgive welt enough, becauſe ö 


they are ſo upon our Accounts. 
ne We hs ated do ſo indeed: But *tis a hard * 
| or 


— 
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For when a Man is really in love, he looks ſo unſuffe- 
rably filly, that tho? a Woman. lik'd him well enough 
before,. ſhe has then much ado to endure the Sight. of 
him. And this I take to be the Reaſon, why Lovers 


are ſo Seen ill uſed. 


L. B. Well, I own now, Im well enough pleasꝰd to 
ſee a Man look: like an Aſs for me. 

Bel. Ay, I'm pleas'd he ſhou'd look like an Aſs too 
That i is I'm pleas d with myſelf for making him look ſo. 

L. B. Nay, truly, I think if he'd find ſome other way 
to expreſs his Paſſion, twould be more to his Advantage. 
Bel. Ves: for then a Woman might like his Paiſion 
and him too. 

L. B. Vet, Belinda, after all, a Woman's Life N 
be but a dull Buſineſs, if *twere not for Men: and Men 
that can look like Aſſes too. We ſhou'd never blame 
Fate for the Shortneſs of our Days ; our Time would 
hang wretchedly upon our Hands. 

Bel. Why, truly, they do help us off with a 00d 
Share on't. For were there no Men in the World, of 
my Conſcience, I ſhould be no longer a dreſſing than Im 
aſaying my Prayers. Nay tho' it were Sunday: For you 
know one may go to Church without Stays on. 

L. B.. But don't you think Emulation might do ſome- 


thing ? for every Woman you ſee deſires to be finer than 


her Neighbour. 3 
Bel. That's only that the Men may like her better 
than her Neighbour. No; if there were no Men, adien 
ſine Petticoats, we ſhou'd be weary of wearing em. 
L. B. And adieu Plays, we'thou'd be weary of a em. 
Bu. Adieu Hide-Park, the Duſt wou'd choak us. 
I. B. Adieu St. James's, walking wou'd tire us. 
Bel. Adieu Loadon, the Smoak wou'd ſtifle us. 
L. B. And adieu going to e tps religjon, wou'd 
neer prevail with us. : | CS | 
Both. Ha, ha, ha, hal. „ . 
Bel. Our Confeſſion i is to very hearty, ſure we merit 


Abſolution 


IL. B Not unleſs we go thro' with't, and conf:ſs all. 80 

P ithee for the eaſe of our Conſciences, 15 $ hide nothingy 
. Del. Agreed. 

. B. Why then I confeſs that T love to 2 in the From 

ront 


TS. o 


© 
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Front of a Box. For if one fits behind, there's two Adu 
gone, perhaps, before one's found out. And when I am 
there, if I perceive the Men whiſpering and looking 
upon me, you miſt know, I cannot for my Life forbear 
thinking they talk to my Advantage. And that ſets a 
thouſand little tickling Vanities on foot — _ © 
Bel. Juſt my Caſe for all the World; but go on. 
I. B. I watch with Impatience for the next ſeſt in the 
Play, that I might laugh and ſhew my white Teeth. If 
the Poet bas been dul, and the Jeſt be long a. coming, 
I pretend to whilper one to my Friend, and from thence 
fall into a little fmall' Diſcourſe, in which I take occaſion 
to ſhew my Face in all Humours, briſk, . pleas'd, ſerious, 
melancholy, lar guiſhing Not that what de ſay to one 
another cauſes any of theſe Alterations. But — 
Biel. Don't trouble yourſelf to explain: For if I'm not 
miſt ken, you and I have had ſome of theſe neceſſary 
Dialogues. before now, with the fame Intention. 
I. B. Why, [I'll ſwear, Belinda, ſome People do give 
ſtrange agreeable Airs to their Faces in ſpeaking. _ 
Tell me true Did you never practice in the Glaſs 2 
Bel. Why, did you? 5 RO OW ny 
L. B. Yes faith, many a Time. | | \ ET 
Biel. And | too, I own it Bo h how to ſpeak myſelf, 
and how to look when othe's ſpeak. But my Glaſs and 
I could never yet agree what face I ſhould make,, when 
they come blunt out with a naſty thing in a Play: For 
all the' Men preſently look upon the Women, that's cer- 
tain; fo laugh we muſt not, tho? our Stays burſt for't; 
becauſe that's telling Truth, and owning we underſtand 
the Jeſt. And to look ſerious is ſo dull, when the whole 
 Hovufe is a laughing | 


L. B. Beſides that looking ſerious does really. betray 
bur Knowledge ih the Matter, as much as laughing with 
the Company wou'd do. For if we did not underſtand 
the Thing we ſhould naturally do like other People. 
Bel For my Part, I always take that Occalion to 
blow my Noſe. . T 
1 L. B. You muſt blow your Noſe half off then at ſome 

Plays. . „„ 
Bel. Why don't ſome Reſormers or other beat the 

2 1 * B. 
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L. B. Becauſe he i: not ſo ſure of our private Aprobati- 


on as of our public Thanks. Well, ſure there is not upon 
Earth ſo impertinent a Thing as Woman's Modeſty. 


Bel. Ves; Mens Fantaſque, that obliges us to it. 


If we quit our Modeſty, they ſay we loſe our Charms; 
and yet they know that very Modeſty is Affectation, and 
rail at our Hypocriſy. 

L. B. Thus one would think, twere a hard Matter to 
pleaſe em, Niece. Vet our kind Mother Nature has given 
us ſomething, that makes amend«s for all, Let our Weak- 
neſs be what it will, Mankind will ſtill be weaker; and 
whilſt there is a World, tis Women that will govern it. 

But, prithee, one Word of poor Conſſant before we go 
to bed ; if it be but to furniſh matter forDreams ; I dare 
ſwear he's talking of me now, or thinking of me at leaſt, 
tho? it be in the middle of his Prayers * 

Bel. So he ought, I think; for you were plea'd | to 
make him a qr round Advance to-day, Madam. _ 

L. B. Why, I have e'en plagy'd him enough to ſa- 
'tisfy any 10400 nable Woman: He has beſieg d me theſe 
two Years to no Purpoſe. 

Bel. And if he beſieg*d you two Years more, he'd be 
well enough paid, ſo he had the plundering of you at laſt. 

L. B. That may be; but I'm afraid the Town won't 
be able to hold out much longer; for, to confeſs the Truth 
to you, Belinda, the Garriſon begins to grow mutinous, 

Bel. Then the ſooner you capitulate, the better, 

L. B. Vet, methinks, I wou'd fain ſtay a little longer, 
to ſee you fix too, that we might ſtart together, and ſee _ 
who cou'd love longeſt. What think you it Heartfree 
ſhou'd have a Month's mind to you? | 

Bel. Why, faith, I cou'd almoſt be in love with him, 
for deſpiſing that fooliſh affected Lady Fanciful ; but I'm 
afraid he's too cold ever to warm himſelf by my Fire. 

L. B. Then he deſerves to be froze to Death. Wou'd 
I were a Man for your Sake, dear Rogue. ¶ Kiſ/ing ber. 

Bel. You'd wiſh your ſelf a Woman again for your 
own, or the Men are miſtaken. —But if I cou'd make a 
Copqueſt of this Son of Bacchus, and rival his Bottle; 
what ſhou'd I do with him? He has no Fortune; I can't 
anarry him; and ſure you wou d not have me commit 
Fornication ? =” 


W 


L. B. Why, if you did Child, twou'd be but a Toad 
friendly Part ; if tu ere only to keep me in Connery 
whilſt I commit—You know what. 

Biel. Well, if I can't reſolve to ſerve you that way, 1 
may perhaps ſome other, as much to your Satisfaction. 
But N how mall we contrive to ſee theſe Blades again 
quickly ? 

5 L. B. We muſt e'en have Recourſe to the old way; 
make em an Appointwent twixt Jeſt and Earneſt, twill 
look like a Frolick, and tha: you. Knows a very 92 
3 to ſave a Woman's Bluſnes. | 
Bel. You adviſe well; but where ſhail 5 be? 1 2771 
in eee Gorges. But they ſhan't know their 
Women, till their Women pull off their Maſques; ; for 
a Surprize is the moſt agreeable Thing in the World: 

And I find my ſelf in a very good Humour, ready; to a 
em any good Turn I can tiink on, 

Bel. Then pray write em the neceſſary Billet, with- 

out farther Delay. 

I. B. Let's go into your Chamber then, and whilt 

you aig your he III do 45 Child.  [Extun. 


8 _—_— — 


ACT IV. : 
© SCEN . Cowent- Garden. 
Eater Ter Ra xk, Sir Jon x, LIT.” with Swords draw 


Lord R. TS the Dog dead? 5 
| Bully. No, damn him, I heard I wheeze:, 
Lord R. How 5 Witch his Wife howl'd!” 
Bully. Ay, ſhe'll alarm the Watch preſently. ._ _ -/ 
Lord R. Appear, Knight, then; come you have a 
good Cauſe to fight for, there's a Man murder'd. © _ 
Sir John. Is there? Then let his Ghoſt be Caisf'd. 
For Fil ſacrifice a Conſtable to it preſently ; and Hat 
his Body upon his wooden Chair. 

Enter a Taylor, auith a Bundie under his ri. 
Bully. How now; what have we got here?. A Thief? 
Jaylor. No, an't pleaſe you, I'm no Thief. : 

Lord K. That we'll ſee ee Here; let the Ge- 
; Jena! examine him. 


Sir * 2 ay; let me examine bin; in Ford lay 


1 8 | | . 1 hagy 


od 2 vnde! Pound I find him guilty, in ſpite of his 
nce El Teeth - for he looks —like a—ſneaking Raſcal. -_ 
Come, Sirrah, without Eqivocation or mental Reſerva- 
I tion, tell me of what Opinion you are, and what Call- 
on. ing; for by them—1 ſhall gueſs at your Morals. ] 
ain Taybr. An't pleaſe you, I'm a diſſenting Journeyman- 
woman's-Taylor. 

*. Sir Fohn. Then, Sirrah, you love lying by your Reli- 
vill gion, and Theft by your Trade, and ſo that your Puniſh- 
ood ment may be ſuitable to your- Crimes — I'll have you 

© Wl firſt gagg'd—and then hang'd. 


Taylor. Pray, good worthy Geatlengon; don't abuſe. 


ꝛeir me; indeed I'm an honeſt Man, and a good Workman, 
for . tho' I ſay it, that ſhould not ſay it. 


d, Sir Jabs. No Words, Sirrah, but attend your Fate: | 


do L. R. Let me ſee what's in that Bundle. 


Taylor. An't pleaſe you, it 1s my Lady's ſhort Cloak, 


ith- WW and wrapping Gown. 

8 Sir Fohn. What Lady, you Reptile you 2 

ulſ Taylor. My Lady Brute, your Honour. 

unt. Sir Fobn. My Lady Brute! my Wife! the Robe of os 

— Wife —with Reverence, let me approach it! The dear 
Angel is-always taking Care of me in Danger, and has 
fent me this Suit of Armour to protect me in this Day of 
Battle. On they go. 

Om. O brave Knight! 


5 Lord R. Live Don Quiæot the Second. „ ALIENS 
Sir John. Sancho, my Squire, help me on with my | 


Armour. 

Taylor. O dear Gentlemen, I ſhall be quite undone if 
you take the Gown. 5 

Sir John. Retire, Sirrah; and ſince you carry off 
your Skin, go home, and be happy. 

Taylor. I think I'd-e'en as good follow the Gentle- 
man's Advice, for if I diſpute any longer, who knows 
but the Whim may take em to caſe me—theſe Courtiers 
bY are fuller of Tricks, than they are of Money — they'll 
ict? WW ſooner break a Man's Bones, than pay bis Bill. [ Exit. 

Sir 7. So, how do you like my Shapes now ? 

Ge Lord R. To a Miracle! he looks like a Queen of the 
++ I Amazon; —But to your Arms Gentlemen! the Enemy's 
lay on ana — s the Watch. ; 

hun- 5 | 8 Sir 


; 
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Sir John. Oons! if it were Alexander the Great at the 

Head of his Army, I would drive him into a Horſe Pond. 
Om. Huzza! O brave Knight! 

Sir Jobn. See! here he comes with all his Greeks about 


him; follow me Boys. 
Enter Watch. 


1 Watch. Hey Day! who have we got here? Stand. 
Sir John. May = not! 
_.. 4 Watch. What are you all doing here in the Street at 
this Time of the Night? And who are you, Madam, that 
ſeem to be at the Head of this noble Crew? 
Sir Fobn. Sirrah, I am Bonduca, Queen of the Welk 
men, and with a Leek, as long as my Pedigree, I will 
5 3 your Roman Legion i in an Inſtant, Britons ſtrike 
home. [ Fights. 
1 Watch. So! we have got the Queen, however! Wel 
make her pay well for her Ranſom Come, Madam, will 
your Majeſty pleaſe to walk before the Conitable? 

Sir John. The Conſtable's a Raſcal! and you are 
Son of a Whore, 

1 Watch. A moſt princely Reply, truly ! ! if this be 
her Royal Stile, I'll warrant her Maids of Honour prattle 
prettily ; but we'll teach you a little of our Court DialeR, 

before we part with you, Princeſs. —Away with her to the 
Round-Houſe. 

Sir Jobn. Hands off, you Ruffians ! my Hao" s dear- 

er to me, than my Life! I hope you won't de uncivil! 


1 Watch, Away with her. 
Sir John. O] my Eonour! my Honour ! (E wont, 


3CEN E, à Bed-Chamber. 


Enter Heartfree ſolus. 

What the Plague ails me? — Love? No, I thank you 
For that, my Heart's Rock ſtill.— Vet 'tis Belinda that 
diſturbs me; that's poſitive. -Well, what of all that? 
Muſt I love her for being troubleſome ? At that rate, l 
might love all the Women I meet, I gad.— But hold; 
—tho? I don't love her for diſturbing me, yet ſhe may 
diſturb me, becauſe I love her—Ay, that may be, faith. 
I have dreamt of her, that's certain. 

Well, ſo I have of my Mother; therefore what's that 


to the Purpoſe # Ay, but Belinda runs in my Mind wake-: 
| - ing 


he Provo d Wife. ſl 
he | ing—And ſo does many a damn'd Thing, that I don't 
xd. care a Farthing for—Methinks tho', I would fain be 
talking to her, and yet I have no Buſineſs —Well, am 
ut J the firſt Man, that has had a Mind to do an imperti- 
nent Thing. Enter Conſtant. 
Con. How now, Heartfree? What makes you up 
nd, and dreſs'd ſo ſoon? I thought none but Lovers quar- 
rell'd with their Beds; I expected to have found you 
-at ſnoaring as you us'd to do. | | | A 
nat MY Heart. Why, faith Friend, tis the Care I have of your 
Affairs, that makes me fo thoughtful; I have been ſtudying 
. all Night, how to bring your Matter about with Binde. 
vill Con. With Belinda? be | . 
ike M Heart. With my Lady, T mean, and faith I have 
51. mighty Hopes on't. Sure you muſt be very well ſatis- 
ell fy'd with her Behaviour to you Yeſterday. | 
vill Con. So well, that nothing but a Lover's Fears can 
make me doubt of Succeſs. But what can this ſudden 
e 2 Change proceed from? „ 
| Heart. Why, you ſaw her Huſband beat her; did you 
be not? . | | 
ttle Con. That's true: A Huſband is ſcarce to be borne 
ect, upon any Terms, much leſs when he fights with his Wife. 
he Methinks ſhe ſhould e' en have cuckolded him upon the 
very ſpot, to ſhew that after the Battle ſhe was Maſter 
of the Field. 58 a 
Heart. A Council of War of Women would infallibly 
have advis'd her to't. But, I confeſs; ſo agreeable a 
Woman as Belinda deſerves better Uſage, 
Con. Belinda again! OE | 
Heart. My Lady, I mean: What a-pox makes me 
blunder ſo to-day ? (4/ide.) A Plague of this treacherous 
Togu. „„ 
Con. Prithee look upon me ſeriouſly, Heartfree. 
Now anſwer me directly. Is it my Lady, or Belinda, 
employs your careful Thoughts thus? 
Heart. My Lady, or Belinda 
Con. In love, by this Light, in love. 
Heart. In love? . | 
Con. Nay, ne'er deny it, for thou'lt do it ſo awkard- 
that I iy, 'twill but make the Jeſt fit heavier about thee. My 
ake-; dear Friend, I give thee much Joy. 
5 C2 Heart. 
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Heart. Why prithee, you won't perſuade me to it, 
will you? 
Con. That ſhe's Miſtreſs of your Tongue, that s plain; 
ard T know you are ſo honeſt a Fellow, your Tongue 
and Heart always go together. —But how? but how the 


Devil ? Pha, ha,.ha, ha. 
Heart. Hey day: Why ſure you don't believe it in 


earneſt? 

Con. Yes I do, becauſe I ſee you deny i it in ry 
Heart. Nay, but look you, Ned—a—deny in jeſt -a 
gadzooks, you know I * when a Man denies a 


Thing in Jeſt -a 
| Cos Pha, ha, ha, ha, ha. . 
Heart. Nay, then we ſhall have 1 it: What, becauſe a 
Man ſtumbles at a Word: did you never make a Blunder ? 
Con. Yes, for I am in love, I own it. 
Heart. Then, ſo am I—Now laugh till thy Soul's 
glutted with Mirth. .( Embracing bim.) But, dear Cn. 


ant, don't tell the Town on't. + 
Con. Nay then, *twere almoſt Pity to laugh at thee 


after ſo honeſt a Confeſſion. | 
But tell us a little, Zack. By what new-invented Arms 


has this mighty Stroak been given ? 
Heart. Een by that unaccountable Woe, call'd, 


Je ne ſcai quay: For every thing that can come within 
the Verge of Beauty, I have ſeen it with Indifference. 
Con. So in few Words then, the Te ne Seas .quoy has 
been too hard for the quilted Petticoat. i 
Heart. I gad, I think the Je ne ſcai quoy, is in the 
quilt- Petticoat; at leaſt, tis certain, I neter think on't 
without - a—a Je ne ſcai quoy in every part about me. 
Con. Well, but have all your Remedies loſt their Vir- 
tue? have you turn'd her inſide out yet ? 
Heart. I dare not ſo much as think on't. 
Can. But don't the two Years Fatigue, I have had, 
ſcourge you? 

Heart. Yes, I dread what I foreſee; yet cannot quit 
the Enterprize. Like ſome Soldiers, whoſe Courage 
dwells more in their Honour, than their Nature; on they 

o, tho' the Body trembles, at what the Soul makes it 


undertake | 


Ven. "Nay; if you . your Midreſs vill uſe you, 
as 


as your Profanàtions againſt her Sex deſerve, you tremblk 
juſtly. But how do you intend to proceed, Friend? 


Heart. Thou know'ſt I'm but a Novice; be friendly | 


and adviſe me. 

Con. Why look you then, I'd have you seren and 
a— write a Song Go to Church, look like a Fook—Be 
very officious: Ogle, write and lead out; and who 
knows but in a Year or two's Time, you may be 


call'd a troubleſome Puppy, and ſent about your Buſineſs. 


Heart. That's hard. + 
Con. Vet thus it oft falls out with Lovers, Sir. 
Heart. Pox on me for making one of the Number. 


Con. Have a Care: Say no ſaucy Things : Twill but | 


augment your Crime; and if your Miſtreſs hears on't, 
increaſe your Puniſhment, . 

Heart. Prithee ſay ſomething then to encourage me; 
you know I help'd you in your Diſtreſs. 

Con. Why then to encourage you to Perſeverance, that 
you may be thoroughly ill us'd for your Offences, Pl 


put you in mind, that even the coyeſt Ladies of 'em all, 
are made up of Deſires, as well as we; and tho' they « do 


hold out a long Time, they will capitulate at laſt. For 
that thundering Engineer, Nature, does make ſuch Ha- 
vock in the Town, they muſt ſurrender at long Run, or 
periſh. 1 in their own Flames: 
| Enter a Footman. | | 

Sir, there s a Porter without with. a Letter; he de- 
ſires to give it into your own Hands. 

Con, Call him in. | 
| Sv er & Pon: 

Con. What, Jo; is it thee ? 

Por. An't pleaſe you,. Sir, I was ads to 4 


this into your own: Hands, by two well-ſhaped Ladies, 


at the New-Exchange. I was at your Honour's Lodg- 
wgs, and your Servants ſent me hither. 

Con. Tis well. Are you to carry any Anſwer ? 

Par. No, my noble Maſter: They gave me my Or- 
ders, and whip, they were gone, like a Maiden- head at 
Fifteen. 

Con. Very well; there. [Gives him Money. 

Por. God bleſs our Honour (Exit Porter. 

Con. Now let's ſee what neſt truſty Jo has brought 
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Reads If you and your Play-fellow can ſpare Time from 
your Buſineſs and Dewotions, don't fail to be at Spring- 
Garden about eight in the Evening. You ll find nothing 
there but Women, ſo you need bring no other Arms than 
what you uſually carry about you. | 9 
So, Play- fellow) Here s ſomething to ſtay your Stomach; 
till your Miſtreſs's Diſh is ready for you. = 
Heart. Some of our old batter'd Acquaintance, I 
won't go, not J. 0 
Con. Nay, that you can't avoid: There's Honour in 
the Caſe; tis a Challenge, and I want a Second. 
Heart. I doubt I ſhall be but a very uſeleſs one to 
vou; for I'm ſo diſhezrten'd by this Wound Belinda has 
given me; I don't think I ſhall have Courage enough io 
draw my Sword. | 
Cen. O, if that be all, come along; I'll warrant 
you'll find Sword enough for ſuch Enemies as we have to 
deal with.  (Exennt, 
Enter Conſtable and Watch with Sir John. 
_ Confl. Come, ſorſooth, come along if you pleaſe! I 
once in Compaſſion, thought to have ſeen you ſafe home 
this Morning: But you have been ſo rampant and abu- 
ſive all Night, I ſhall ſee what the Juſtice of Peace will 
ſay to you. | | | Xo Ab" 
Sir John. And you ſhall ſee what I'll ay to the Juſtice 
of Peace. (Watch knocks, @ Servant enters. 
Comſt. Is Mr. Juſtice at home? . 
Ser. Yes. „ | 
Conft. Pray acquaint his Worſhip we have got an un- 
ruly Woman here, and deſire to know what he'll pleaſe 
to have done with her. | e 
Ser. Tl acquaint my Maſter. n. 
Sir Jobn. Hark you, Conſtable, what cuckoldy Juſtice 
is this? | | 44... 
Conſt. One that will know how to deal with ſuch 
Romps as you are, Ill warrant you. | 
Enter Juſtice. 


Juſt. Well, Mr. Conſtable, what's the Matter here? 
Conſt. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, this here comical 
Sort of a Gentlewoman, has committed great Outrages 
to Night, ſhe has been frolicking with my Lord my 
| | n 23 O%#4 eee 


1- 


ſe 


The Provok'd Wife. 0 ; 77 


and his Gang, they attack'd the Watch, and I hear 
there has been a Gentleman kill'd: I believe tis they 
have done't. 

Sir John. There may have been Murder for ought 
I know, and *tis a great Mercy, there has not been x 
Rape too—for this Fellow would have raviſh'd me. 

1 Yatch. Raviſh! I raviſh! O lud! O lud! O lud! 
F raviſh her! Why pleaſe your Honour, I heard Mr. 
Conſtable ſay, he believ'd ſhe was little better than a 
Mophrodite. 

Juſt. Why truly, ſhe does Gi to be a little mat. 
culine about the Mouth. 

1 Watch, Yes, and about the Hands too—an't pleaſe 
your Worſhip. I did but offer in mere Civility to help 
her up the Steps into our Appartment; and with her 


gippen Fiſt—ay, juſt ſo, Sir. (Sir John 4nocks bim down. 


Sir John. I fell'd him to the Ground like an Ox. 
Jul. Out upon * boiſterous Woman ! out upon 


her! 


Sir John. Mr. J ies he wou'd 3 1 3 It 
was in Defence of my Honour, and I demand Satisfaction. 

1 Watch: J hope your Worſhip will fatisfy her Hon- 
our in Bridewell, that Fiſt of her's will make an admira- 
ble Hemp- .beater. 

Sir John. Sir, I hope you will protect me againſt that 
libidinous Raſcal ] am a Woman of Quality, and Virtue 
too, for all l am in a ſort of an Undreſs this Morning. 

uſt. Why, ſhe really has the Air of a Sort of a Wo- 
man a little ſomethingiſh out of the common Madam, 


if you expect I ſhould be favourable to you, 1 defire 1 


may know who you are. | 

Sir Jobn. Sir, I am any Body, at your Service. 

Fuft. Lady I deſire to know your Name. 

Sir John. Sir, my Name's Mary. 

Fauſt. Ay, but your Sirname, Madam. 

Sir Jahn. Sir, my Sirname's the very ſame with my 
Huſband's. 

Fuft. A ſtrange Woman this ! who is yourHuſband pray: 

Sir Fohy, Why, Sir Jobn. 

Juft. Sir John who ? 

Sir John. Why, Sir Jobn Bear- 

Tok lh it poſſible, Madam, you can be my Lady Brat ? 


C4 - Sir 
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Sir John That happy Woman, Sir, am I! only a 
Bene in my Merriment to- night. | 

Tuft. I'm concern'd for Sir John. 

Sir John. Truly, ſo am I. 

Jul. I've heard he's an honeſt Gentleman. 

Sir John. As ever drank. 

Fuft. Good lack! indeed Lady, I am ſorry he mon- 
have ſuch a Wife. 

Sir John. I'm ſorry he has any Wife at all. 

Tuft. And ſo perhaps may he -I doubt you have not 
given him a very good Taſte of Matrimony, 

Sir John. Taſte Sir, I have fcorn'd to ſtint him to A 
Taſte, I have given him a full Meal of it. 

Ju. Indeed, | believeſo! but pray, fair Lady, may 
he have given you any Occaſion for this extraordinary 
ConduR.. does he not uſe you well? 

Sir Fohn. A little upon the Rough ſometimes. 

Juft. Ay, any Man may be out of Humour now and 
K 

Sir John. Sir, I love Peace and Quiet, and when 2 
Woman don't find that at home, ſhe's apt ſometimes to 
comfort her'elf with a few innocent Diverſions abroad. 

Juſt. J doubt he uſes you but too well — fe how 
does he as to that weighty Thing Money? does allow 
Joo: what's proper of that? 

Sir Jobn. Sir, I have generally enough to pay the 
Reckoning, if this © don of a Whore the Draw er woud 
bring his Bill. Sho 
J. Aftrange Woman this - does he 884 a reaſon- 
able Portion of his Time at home, to the Comfort of his 
Wife and Children? | 

Sir John. Never gave his Wife cauſe to repine at his 
being abroad in his Lite. | 

J . Pray, Madam, how may he be in the grand ma- 
daniel Point— 1s he true to your Bed ? 

Sir Jobn. Chaſte ! Oons! this Fellow aſks ſo many 
'impertinent Queſtions, cgad, I believe it is the Juſtice's 
3 in the Juſtice's Cloaths. 

Ju. Tis a great Pity he ſhou'd have been thus dif- 
poled of — pray Madam, and then I have done, what 
may be your Ladyſhip's common Method of Life? If I 
may preſome ſo tar. N Sir 
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Sir John. Why, Sir, much like that of a Woman of 
Quality. 


Fuft. Pray how may you generally paſs your Time, 


Madam? Your Morning for Example. 

Sir John. Sir, like a Woman of Quality—I wake a- 
bout two a Clock in the Afternoon! ftretch—and then 
—make a Sign for my Chocolate—when I have drank 


three Cups I ſlide down again upon my back with my 


Arms over my head, while two Maids puts on my Stock- 
ings—then, hanging upon their ſhoulders, I am trail'd 
ro my great Chair, where I ſit—and yawn for my break- 
faſt if it don't come - preſently, I lie down upon my 
Couch, to ſay my Prayers, while my Maid reads me 
the Play- —_— 

Jui. Very well, Madam. 


Sir Fohn. When the Tea is brought in!] drink twelve 


regular Diſhes, with eight ſlices of bread and butter 
and half an Hour after I ſend to the Cook to know if 
the Dinner is almoſt ready. 


Fuft. Soh, Madam. 


Sir John. By that Time my Head's balf dreſt, T heat 


my Huſband ſwearing bimſclf into a State of Perditi- 
on, that the Meat's all. eo!d upon the Table - to mend 
which, I come down in an Hour more, and have it ſent 


back to the Kitchen to be all dreft over again. 


Zuft. Poor Man 

Sir Job. When I have din'd, and my idle Servants 
are preſumptuouſly ſet down at their Eaſe to do fo too, 
T call for my Coach, go to viſit fifty dear Friends, of 
whom, I hope, I never ſhall find one at home while I 


ſhall live. 


Fuſt. So ;. there's the Morning and Afernoon, pretty 


well diſpoſed. of— Pray Madam, how do you paſs your 


Evenings ? 

Sir Zohn. Like a woman of Spirit, Sir, a great Spirit, 
give me a box and dice — Seven's the Main, Oons Sir, 
I ſet you a hundred Pound: ! why do you think women 
are married now- a- ddys to fit at home and mend.Nup- 
kins ? Sir, we have nobler ways of paſſing Time. 


FJ uft. Mercy . us, Mr. Conltavte, what wall this 
Ae come to! 
* cal 
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| Conf. What will it come to indeed, if ſuch Women 
a: theſe are not ſet in the Stocks. 

Sir John. J have a little urgent Buſineſs calls. upon 
me; and therefore I deſire the Favour of you, to bring 
Matiers to a Concluſion. 

Fu. Madam, If I were ſure that Buſineſs were not 
fo commit more Diſorders, I would releaſe you. | 

Sir John. None — by my Virtue. 

Fuft. Then Mr. Conſtable, you may diſcharge her. 

Sir John. Sir, your very humble Servant. If you 
pleaſe to accept of a Bottle 

Juſt. I thank you kindly, Madam; but I never 
drink in a morning, good-buy, Madam, good buy to ye. 

Sir John. Good- buy t'ye, good Sir. (Exit ſuſtice. 
S800 - now, Mr. Conſtable, ſhall you and I go pick 
up a Whore together ? 

Conſt. No, thank you Madam, my Wife's enough 

to ſatiify any reaſonable Man. 

Sir John. (Aſide.) He, he, he, he, he—the Fool is 
married then. Well, you won't go? g 

Conſt. Not I, truly. 

Sir John. Then I'll go by myſelf ; and you and your 


| Wife may be damn'd. (Exit Sir John. 


Conſt. (Gazing after him) Why, God. a· mercy my 
(Excunt. 


Lady 
„ EN E, Spring- Garden. 
Conſtant and Heartfree croſs the Stage. As they go off, 
Enter Lady Fancy ful and Madamoiſelle mask'd, and 


dogging them. 
Cor. So : I think we are about the Time appointed ; 


Jet us walk up this Way. „ „ 
IL. Fan. Good: Thus far ] have dogg d em without 
being diſcovered. Tis infallibly ſome Intrigue that 
brings them to Spring Carden. How my poor Heart! 15 
torn and wrack*d with Fear and Jealouſy ! yet let it be 
any thing but that Flirt Belinda, and III try to bear it. 
But if it prove her, all that's Woman in me ſhall be em- 
ploy'*d to deftroy her [ Exeunt after Conſtant and Heartfree. 
Re-enter Conſtant and Heartfree. Lady Fancyful and 
. Madamoiſelle fill fullvving at a di Hance. "Ip 
Con. I ſee no Females yet that have any thing to 


ay to us. I'm afraid we are bantered. 
| Hear . 


on 
18 


Ti , while you were waking, - 
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Heart. I wiſh we were; for I'm in no Humour to 
make either them or myſelf merry. | 
Con. Nay, I'm ſure you'll make them merry enough, 


if I tell them why you are dull. But prithee, why fo 


heavy and ſad, before you begin to be ill uſed ? 

Heart. For the ſame Reaſon, perhaps, that you are 
ſo briſk and well pleas'd ; becauſe both Pains and Plea-' 
ſures are generally more conſiderable in Frome than 
when they come to paſs. 

Enter Lady Brute and Belinda, maſt'd and peer dreſs 4. 

Con. How now who are theſe ? not our Game, E 


hope. } 


Heart. If they are, we are &en well * ebe | 
to come a hunting here, when we had fo much better 
Game in Chaſe elſewhere. 

L. Fan. to Madamoiſelle) So, theſe are their Ladies 
without Doubt. But I am afraid that Doily ſtuff is not 
worn for want of better Cloaths. They are the Very. 
ſhape and ſize of Belinda and her Aunt. ' 

Mad. So dey be inteed, Matam. _ 

L. Fan. We'll ſlip into this cloſe Arbor, where we 


may hear all they ſay. (Exeunt Lady Fan. and Madam. 


L. B. What, are you afraid of us, Gentlemen? 

Heart. Why truly, I think we may, if Appearances. 
don't lye. 

Bel. Do you always find Women what they appear 
to be, Sir? 

Heart. No, forſooth ; but I ſeldom find them better 
than they appear to be. 

Bel. Then the Outſide's beſt, you think ? 

Heart. Tis the honeſteſt. 

Con. Have a Care, Heartfree ; you are reli ng again. 

. Why, does the Gentleman ale to rail at wo- 
men? 

Con. He has done fo formerly. G10 hos 

Bel. J ſuppoſe he had very good Gaals 607 1 ö 
They did not ue you ſo well as you e you de- 
ſerved, w.- | 

L. B. They made themſelves merry at your Expence,. 
Sir. 
Bel Laugh'd when you figh'd 


Bel. 
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Bel. Had your Porter beat. 

L. B. And threw your Billet doux into the Fire. | 

Heart. Hey-day. I ſhall do more than rail preſently, 

Bel. Why you won't beat us, will you? 

Heart. I don't know but I may. 

Con. What the Devils coming here? Sir; 7 * in a 
Gown And drunk, I'faith. : 

| Emer Sir John. 

Sir John. What a Pox here's Conſtant, Heartfree— 
and two Whores, I gad — O you covetous Rogues ! 
what have you never a ſpare Punk for your Friend 
but I'll mare with you. (He ſeizes both the Women. 

Heart. Why, what the Plague have -you been doing 
Knight ? 

Sir Jobn. Why ; ; I have been beating the Watch, and 
ſcandaliſing the Women. 

. Heart. A very good Account, truly. 

Sir John. An! what do you think PII do next, 

* Com. Nay, that no Man can gueſs. | 

Sir Fohn. Why, if you'll let me ſup with you, ll 
treat both your Strumpets. 

L.. B. ( Aſide.) O Lord we are undone ? 

Heart. No, we can't ſup together, becauſe we have 
ſome Affairs elſewhere. But if you'll accept of theſe 
two Ladies, we will be ſo complaiſant to you, to reſign 
our Right in them. | | 

Bel. ( Afide.) Lord, what ſhall we do? 

Sir John. Let me ſee, their Cloaths are ſuch damn'd 
Cloaths, they won't pawn for the Reckoning. 

Heart. Sir John, your Servant, Rapture attend you. 

Con. Adieu, Ladies, make much of the Gentleman. 

IL. B. Why ſure, you won't leave us in the Hands of 

A drunken Fellow to abuſe us. 

Sit John. Who do you call a drunken Fellow, you 
Slut you : I'ma Man of Quality ; the King has made 
me a Knight. 

Heart. Ay, ay, vou are in good hands; adieu adieu. 

- (Heart. runs off. 

IL. B. The Devils Hands: Let me go or 1 — For 

Heaven's Sake prot: & us. 
(She breaks from bim, and runs 10 Gauen gie 


4 oor Tory and clapping it on a 
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Sir John. I'll devil you, you Jade you. I'II demoliſh 
your ugly Face. | 

Con. Hold a little, Knight, ſhe ſwoons. 

Sir John. I'll ſwoon her. 5 

Con. Hey, Hear, fe ee. | | 6 
Re. enter H eartfree, Belinda runs to him, and ſpenus her face. 
Heart. O Heavens! My dear Creature ſtand there a 
little. | | | | 

Con. Pull him off, Jack. 

Heart. Hold, mighty Man, look you Sir, we did 
but jeſt with you. Theſe are Ladies of our Acquain- 
tance that we had a mind to frighten a little ; but now 
you muſt leave us. TT | | 
Sir John. Oons, I won't leave you, not J. 
Heart, Nay, but you muſt though ; and therefor 
make no words on it. Rt - 

Sir John. Then you are a couple of damn'd uncivil 
Fellows. And I hope your Punks will give you ſauce 


to your Mutton, (Exit Sir John. 
L. B. Oh, I ſhall never come to myſelf again, I am 
ſo frightened. | 


Con. Twas a narrow Scape, indeed. 

Bel. Women muſt needs have Frolicks, you ſee, what 
ever they coſt them. | | | 
Heart. This might have prov'd a dear one tho?. 

L. B. You are the more oblig'd to us, fer the Riſque 
we run upon your Accounts. 5 

Con. And I hope you'll acknowledge ſomething due 
to our Knight-Errantry, Ladies. This 1s the ſecond 
Time we have deliver'd you. ker ie 

L. B. *Tis true; and ſince we ſee Fate has deſign'd 
you for our Guardians, it will make us the more wil- 
ling to truſt ourſelves in your Hands. But you muſt 
not have the worſe opinion of us for our innocent Fro- 
lick. | | | 
Heart. Ladies, you may command our Opinions, in 
every Thing that is to your Advantage. RA 

Bel. Then, Sir, command you to be of Opinion, 
that women are ſometimes better than they appear to 
be. (Lady Brute and Conſtant talk apart. 

Heart. Madam, you have made a Convert of me in 
every Thing, 1 am growa a Foot : I could be fond of 


2 woman, Pe 
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Bel. I thank you Sir, in the Name of the whole ſex: 

Heart. Which Sex, nothing but yourſelf cou'd ever 
have atton'd for. 

Bel. Now has my Vanity 5 deviliſh Itch, to know in 
what my Merit conſiſts. 

Heart. In your Humility, Madam, that keeps you 
ignorant it confiſts at all. 

Bel. One other Compliment with that ſerious Face, 
and I hate you for ever after. 

Heart. Some women love to be abus'd : Is that . 
you wou'd be at? 

Bel. No, not that neither: But I'd have Men talk 
plainly what's fit for women to hear; without putting 
them either to a real, or an affected bluſh. 

Heart. Why then, in as plain Terms as I can find to 
expreſs myſelf, I could love you even to— Matrimony 
itſelf almoſt, I gad. 

Biel. Juſt as Sir John did her en there. 

What think you? Don't you believe one Month's 
Time might bring you down to the ſame Indifference, 
only clad in a little better Manners, perhaps ? well, you 
Men are unaccountable Things, mad *till you have your 
Miſtreſſes, and then ſtark mad 'till you are rid of them 
again. Tell me, honeſtly, is not your Patience put to 
a much ſeverer Tryal after Poſſeſſion, than before? 
Heart. With a great many, J muſt confeſs it is, to 
our eternal ſcandal ; but I dear Creature, do but try me. 

Bel. That's the fureſt way indeed, to know, but not. 
che ſafeſt. | 

J L. B.) Madam are not you for taking a Turn in 
the great walk: It's almoſt dark, no body will know us. 
IL. B. Really I find myſelf ſomething idle, Belinda ; 
beſides, I dote upon this little odd private Corner, But 
don't let my lazy fancy confine you. 

Con. ( Afide. ) So, ſhe wou'd be left "TO with me, 
that's well. 

Bel. Well, . we'll take one Turn, RY come to you a- 

n., 
To Heart.) Come, Sir, ſhall we go pry into the ſe- 
crets of the Garden. Who knows what Viſcoveries we 
may make? | 
_ Heart, Madam, I'm at your ſervice. 
Con. 
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Con. (To Heart. afide) Don't make too much haſte 
back; for, d'ye hear—I may be buſy. 

Heart. Enough. (Exit. Bel. and Heart. 

L. B. Sure you think me ſcandalouſly free, Mr. Con- 
Sant. I'm afriad I ſhall loſe your good Opinion of me. 

Con. My good Opinion, Madam, is like your Cruel- 
ty, never to be removed. 

L. B. But if I ſhou'd remove my Cruelty, then there's 
an End of your good Opinion. | 

Con. There is not ſo ſtrict an Alliance between REY 
neither. Tis certain, I ſhou'd love you then better (if 
that be poſſible) than 1 do now 3; and where 1 love, I 
always eſteem, 1 
I. B. Indeed, T doubt you WY 
Why ſuppoſe you had a Wife, and ſhe ſhould entertain 
a Gallant. 

Con. If I gave her juſt Cauſe, how cou'd I juſtly con- 
demn her? | 
IL. B. Ah: but you differ widely about juſt Cauſes, 

Con. But blows can bear no Diſpute. 

L. B. Nor ill Manners much, truly. 

Con. Then no Woman upon earth has ſo juſt a Cauſe 
as you have. 

L. B. O, but a faithful wife, is a b Character. 

Con. To a deſerving Huſband, I confeſs it is. | 

L. B. But can his Faults releaſe my Duty? 

Con. In Equity without doubt. And where Laws diſ- 
penſe with Equity, Equity ſhould diſpenſe with Laws. 
L. B. Pray let's leave this diſpute ; for you Men have 
as much witchcraft in your Arguments, as Women 

have in their Eyes. 

Con. But whilſt you attack me with your Charms, tis 
but reaſonable I aſſault you with mine. 

L. B. The Caſe is not the ſame. What Miſchief we 
do, we can't help, and therefore are to be forgiven. 

Con. Beauty ſoon obtains Pardon, for the pain that it 
gives, when it applies the balm of Compaſſion to the 
wound : But a fine Face, and a hard Heart, is almoſt 
as bad, as an ugly Face and a ſoſt one; But very trou- 
bleſome to many a poor Gentleman. 

L. B. Yes, and to many a poor Gentlewoman too, 
I can aſture you. Bat, 1 which of them is it, that 
moſt afflicts you? | Cor. 
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Con. Your Glaſs and Conſcience will: inform you, 
Madam. But, for Heaven's ſake (for now I muſt be 

ſerious) if Pity or if Gratitude can move you. 
17, aking ber Zan. 

If Conſtancy aug Truth have power to-tempt you: if. 
Love, if non can affect you, give me at leaſt ſome 
Hopes, that Time may do. what you perhaps mean ne- 
ver to perform ; twill eaſe my Sufferings, tho" not 
quench my Flame. 15 8 

L. B. Your Sufferings eas'd, your flame wou'd ſoon 
abate: And that I wou'd preſerve, not quench it, Sir. 

Con. Wou'd you preſerve it, nouriſh it with favours z 
for that's the food it naturally requires. 15 | 
I. B. Yet on that natural food, twould ſurfeit foon, 
ſhou'd I reſolve to grant all you wou'd aſk. 

Con. And in refuſing all, you ſtarve it: Forgive me. 
therefore, if ſince my hunger rages, I at laſt grow wild, 
and in my frenzy force at leaſt this from you. 

A ſing ber Hand 

or if you'd IM my 1 ſoar bioker ſtill, then 
grant me this, and this, and this, and thouſands more, 
(KA ing firſt her Hand, and then her Neck. 

Aſide.) For now's the time, ſhe melts into Compaſſion. 

L. B. (Aſfde.) Poor coward Virtue, how it ſhuns the 
| battle. O Heavens ! Let me go. 

Con, Ay, go, ay : Where ſhall we go, my charming 


 Angel—into this private Arbour -— Nay, let's loſe no 


Time—Moments are precious. 

L. B. And Lovers wild; pray let. us lap. | here ; i at 
leaſt for this Time. | 

Con. Tis impoſlible : He that has Power over you, 
can have none over himſelf. C 4s he is forcing her into the 
.. L. B. Ah; I'm loſt, J 4rbour, Lady Fancyful and 
I. Faz. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. JMadamoiſelle bolt out upon 

Mad. Fe, fe, fe, fe, > them and run over the Stage. 

L. B. Oh Heavens! I'm out of my Wits : Þ i < they 
Knew me, I'm ruin'd. 

Con. Don't be frightened; ; ten thouſand. to one they 
are Strangers to you. 

L. B. Whatever they are, I won't ſtay. here a mo- 
ment longer. 5 ; 
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Om Whither will you go? 8 
L. B. Home, as if the Devil were in me. Land 1 s 

this Belinda now ? 

Enter Belinda and Heartfree. 

O!] it is well you are come: I am ſo frightened my 
Hair ſtands on end : Let us be gone, for Heaven” s ſake. 
Biel. Lord what's the Matter? 

L. B. The Devil's the Matter, we are diſcovered. 
Here is a Couple of Women have done the moſt imper- 
tinent Thing. Away, away, away, away, away. 

(Exit running. : 
| Re-enter Lady Fancy ful and Madamoiſelle. 

L. Fan. Well, Madamoiſelle, it is a prodigious thing, 
how Women can ſuffer filthy Fellows to grow ſo familiar 
with them. 

Mad. Ay Matam, 2 » 7 a rien defi Naturel. 

L. Fan. Fe, fe, fe. But, oh my Heart! O . 
O Torture ! I am upon the Rack. What ſhall I do 2 
My Lover's loſt, I ne'er ſhall ſee him mine. 

Paufing—)] But I may be reveng'd ; and that's the 
ſame Thing. Ay, ſweet Revenge. Thou welcome 
Thought, thou healing Balſam to my wounded Soul. 
Be but propitious on this one Occaſion, I'll place my 
Heaven in thee, forall my Life to come. 

To Woman how indulgent Nature's hind 

No blaſt of fortune lang diſturbs her mind: 

Compliance ta her fate ſupports her flill ; 5 

2 love won't make her bappy— Miſchief « vill, — 


— — 


A CT 0. | 
S C E NE. Lady Fancyful's Honſe. 
Enter Lady Fancyful and Madamoiſelle. 


L. Fan. ELL, Madamoiſelle; did you dog the 
filthy Things? 
Mad. O que ouy, Matam, 
L. Fan. And where are they? 
Mad. Au logis. 
L. Fan. What: Men and all? 
Mad. Tous enſemble. 
L. Fan. O Confidence ? What carry their Fellows to 
their own Houſe? 
Mad. 
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Mad. C'eft gue le Mar n'y eft pat. „ 
IL. Fan. No, fo I believe, truly. But he ſhall be there, | 
and quickly too, If I can find him out. i 
Well, tis a prodigious Thing, to ſee when men and 
women get together, how they fortify one another in- 
their Impudence. But if that Drunken Fool her Huſ- 
band be to be found in e'er a Tavern in Town, I'llſend- 
him amongſt them. I'II ſpoil their ſport. 
Mad. En werite. Matam, ce ſeroit doemage. © 
L. Fax. Tis in vain to oppoſe it, Madamoiſelle; theres 
fore never go about it. For I am the ſteadieſt Creature | 
in the world when J have determined to do Miſchief, | 
80 come along. 5 (Exeunt. 


SCEN E, Sir john Brute“? Houſe. 


Enter Conſtant. Heartfree, Lady Brute, Belinda, and 
« Lovewell. . 


L. B. But are you ſure you don't miſtake, Loweevell. 

Love. Madam, I ſaw them all go into the Tavern | 
together, and my Maſter was ſo. drunk he cou'd ſcarce | 
ſtand. | | 2 (Exit Love. 
I. B. Then Gentlemen, I believe we may venture to 
let you ſtay and play at Cards with us an Hour or two; 
for they'll ſcarce part *till Morning. OY 

Bel. I think 'tis pity they ſhould ever part. 

Con. The Company that's here, Madam. 

L. B. Then Sir, the Company that's here, muſt re- 
member to part itſelf, in time. . 

Con. Madam, we don't intend to forfeit your future 
Favours, by indiſcreet Uſage of this. The Moment you 
give us the ſignal, we ſhan't fail to make our Retreat. 

IL. B. Upon thoſe Conditions then, let us fit down to 


Cards. | 
| Enter Lovewell. 3 
Low. O Lord, Madam, here's my Maſter juſt flagger- 
ing in upon you.: He has been quarrelſome yonder, and 
they have kick'd him out of the Company. 
L. B. Into the Cloſet; Gentlemen, for Heaven's ſake,. 
Fl wheedle him to bed if poſſible. : 
* | Conſtant and Heartfree run into the Cloſet. 
Enter Sir John, all dirty and bloody. 
L. B. Ah—ah—he's all over blood. Sir Jon 
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Sir John. What the Plague does the woman—ſquall 
for? Did you never ſee a Man in Pickle before. 

I.. B. Lord where have you been? 

Sir John. I have been at Cuffs. 

L. B. I fear that is not all. 1 hope you are not nn 
ed ? 

Sir John. Sound as a Roach, Wife. 

L. B. I'm mighty glad to hear it. 

Sir John. You know] think you lie. 

L. B. I know you do me wrong to think ſo. For 
Heaven's my witneſs, I had rather ſee my own blood 
trickle down, than yours. 

Sir Fohn. Then will I be crucify d. 

L. B. Tis a hard Fate, I hou'd not be believ'd. 

Sir John. "Tis a damn'd atheiſtical Age, Wife. 

L. B. I am ſure, I have given you a thouſand tender 

Proofs, how great my Care is of you, 

But, fpite of all your cruel Thoughts, I'II gil perſiſt; 

and at this Moment, if I can, perſuade you to lie down 
and ſleep a little. 

| Sir Jo bn. Why - | 

you Slut you? 

L. B. Heaven forbid, I ſhou'd : But I'm add you 
are feyeriſh. Pray let me feel your Pulſe. 

Sir John. Stand off and be damn'd. 

L. B. Why, I ſee your Diſtemper in your very Eyes. 
Vou are all on Fire. Pray 80 to 2 5 let me intreat | 
you. 

_ e. Come kiſs me then. 

B. Kiſing him) There: Now go. 
Ai ) He Rinks like Poiſon. | 

Sir John. I ſee it goes damnably againſt your ftomach 
—Andg therefore—Kiſs me again. 

L. B. Nay, now you fool me. 

nr 7 7 Do it, I ſaß. 

B. (Aſide.) Ah Lord have mercy upon me. 
Well, : there ; ; Now will you go: 

Sir John. Now, Wife, you ſhall ſee my Gratitude. 
You gave me two Kiſſes I'll give you two 
Hundred. ( Kiſſes and tumbles her. 

L. B. O Lord: Pray, Sir Jobn, be — 

Heavens, what a Pickle am I in! 


do you think 1 am drank. 


— 


Bel. 
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—. out of the Cloſet, and he ſhou'd cudgel him 
ſoundly. 

Sir John. So, now you being as dirty and as naſty as 
myſelf, we may pig together. But firſt I muſt have 
a Cup of your cold Tea, Wife (Going to her Cloſet. 

L. B. 0, I'm ruin'd ! There's none there, my Dear, 

Sir John. I'll warrant you, I'll find: ſome, my dear. 

L. B. You can't open the Door,. the Lock's ſpoil'd, 
I have been turning and turning the Key, this half hour 
to no purpoſe. I'll ſend for the Smith. To-morrow. 


Sir John. There's ne'er a Smith in Furope can open | 


a Door with more Expedition than I can do—As for 
Example—Pou. (He burfis open the Door with his foot. 
—How—now ?—what the Devil have we got here ?— 
Conflant—Heartfree—And two Whores again. I gad 
V is the worſt cold Tea... that ever I met with in my 

4 —— 
| Fr᷑nter Conſtant and Heartiree, 

L. B. (fate) O Lord, what will become of us? 
Sir Jobn. Gentlemen I am your very humble ſervant 
II give you many Thanks.] ſee you take care of m 
Family — I ſhall do all I can to return the Obligation. 

Con, Sir how odly ſoever this buſineſs may appear to 
you, you'd have no. Cauſe to, be uneaſy, if you knew 
the Truth ef all Things: Yeur Lay is the moſt virtu- 


innocent Fre lick. 
Heart. Nothing elſe, upon my Honour, Sir. 
Sir Jahn. You are both very civil Gentlemen — And 


fare. I don't doubt but many civil Things have paſt 
etween you. Your very. humble Servant. 


he can't hurt us to-night, and to morrow Morning. you 
mall hear from us. 
Con. I'll obey you, Madam. „ 
Sir, when you are cool, you'll underſtand reaſon bet- 
ter. So, then I ſhall take the Pains to inform you. If 
not I wear a ſword, Sir, and fo good. b'wy to you. 
| Come e Heartfres. 


G Con. ard Heart, 
Sir 


—— . ¹ ià— ͤöü!—2—ꝛ—ͤ— 


Bel. (A ſae,) If I were in her Pickle, I'd call my 


ous Woman in the world, and nothing has Paſt but an 


my Wife, chere, is a very civil Gentlewoman ; thera- 


IL. B. (Alide to Con.) Pray, be. gone; he's ſo drank 


—  c Af 
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Sir John. Wear a Sword, Sir — And what of all that 


Sir? He comes to my Houſe ; eats my Meat; Lies 
with my Wife; diſhonoars my Family; gets a Baſtard 
to inherit my Eſtate And when I aſk a cixil Account 


of all this --Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword Wear a 
Sword, Sir ? Yes, fays he, I wear a Sword. It may 


be a good Anſwer at Croſs-purpoſes ; but tis a damn d 


one to a Man in my whimſical Circumſtance — Sir, ſays 
he, I wear a Sword. | N 
To L. B.) And what do you wear now? Ha! tell me. 
; (Sitting .down in a Great Chair. 
What? You are modeſt, and can't? — Why then, [ll tell 
you, you Slut you. —You wear — an impudent lewd 
Face —— A damn'd deſigning Heart And a Tail 
and a Tail full of — (le falls faſt aſleep ſnoaring. 
L B. So; Thanks to kind Heaven, he's faſt for ſome 
Hours. 


Bel, 'Tis well he is ſo, that we may have Time to 


lay our ſtory handſomely 3 for we muſt lie like the De- 

vil to bring ourſelves off. | | 
L. B. What ſhall we ſay, Belinda? | 
Bel. (Mufing) III tell you: It muſt all light upon 

Heartfree and I. We'll ſay he has courted me ſome 


time. But for Reaſons unknown to us, has ever been ve- 


Ty earneſt the thing might be kept from Sir Fobx, That, 
therefore, hearing him upon the ſtairs, he run into the 
Cloſet, tho' againſt our will, and Conſtant with him, to 
prevent Jealouſy. And to give this a good impudent 
Face of Truth, (that I may deliver you from the Trou- 
ble you are in) III eien (if he pleaſes) marry him. 


L. B. I'm beholden to you, Couſin ; but that wou'd 
be carrying the Jeſt a little too far for your own ſake. 


Vou know he's a younger Brother, and has nothing. 
Bel. Tis true: But I like him, and have Fortune e- 
nough to keep above Extremity. I can't ſay, I wou'd 


live with him in a Cell upon Love, and Bread and But- 


ter; But I had rather have the Man I love, and a mid- 


dle State of Life, than that Gentleman in the Chair 


there, and twice your Ladytſhip's Splendor. 

L. B. In truth, Niece, yon are in the right on't : For 
I am very uneaſy with my Ambition. But, perhaps, had 
Imarried as you'll do, I might have been as ill as'd. 
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Bel. Some Riſque, I do confefs, there always is : But 
1 a Man has the leaſt ſpark, either of Honour or good- 
Nature, he can never uſe a Woman ill, that loves him, 
and makes his Fortune both. Yet I muſt own to you, 
ſome little Struggling I ſtill have, with this teaz ing 
Ambition of ours: For Pride, you know, is as natural 
to a Woman, as 'tis to a Saint. I can't help being fond 
of this Rogue; and yet it goes to my Heart, to think 
IT muſt never whiſk to Hide Park, with above a Pair of 
Horſes ; have no Coronet upon my Coach, or a Page to 
carry up my Train. But above all—that buſineſs of Place 
— Well; taking Place, is a noble e eee 

L. B. Eſpecially after a Quarrel. Bs 

Bel. Or of a Rival. Bat Pray, ſay, no more on t, bo 
fear I change my Mind. For o' my Conſcience, were't- 
not for your Affair in the ballance, I ſhou'd go near to 
Pick up ſome odious Man of Quality yet, and only take 
Poor Heartfree for a Gallant. 

L. B Then him you muſt have, however Things go. ; 

Bel. Ves. : 

L. B. Why, we may pretend what we will; but tis 
a hard Matter to Live without the Man we Love. 

Bel. Eſpecially when we are married to the Man we 
hate. Pray tell me; do the Men of the Town ever be- 
lieve us virtuous, when they ſee us doo?  \ 

L. B. O, no: Nor indeed hardly, let us do what x we 
will. They moſt of *em think, there's no ſuch Thing 
as Virtue, confider'd in the ſtricteſt Notions of it: And 
therefore when you hear em ſay, ſuch a one is a Wo- 
man of Reputation, they only mean ſhe's a Woman of. 
Diſcretion. For they conſider, we have no more Reli- 
gion than they have, nor ſo much Morality; and be- 
tween you and I, Belinda, I'm afraid the want of Incli. 


nation ſeldom protects any. of us. 
Bel. But what think you of the Fear of being found. 


out ? | 
L. B. I think that never kept any Woman virtuous 
long. We are not ſuch Cowards neither. No; let us. 
once paſs fifteen, and we have too good an Opinion of 
our own Cunning, to believe the World can penetrate 


into 
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into what we wou'd keep a ſecret. And ſo, in ſhort, 
we cannot reaſonably blame the Men ſor judging of us 
by themſclves. 

Bel. But ſure we are not ſo n as they are after all. 

L. B. We are as wicked, Child, but our Vice lies a- 
nother way. Men have more Courage than we, ſo they 
commit more bold, impudent ſins. They quarrel, fight, 
ſwear, drink, blaſpheme, and the like. Whereas we 
being Cowards, only backbite, tell lies, cheat at Cards, 
and ſo forth. But tis late. Let's end our Diſcourſe for 
to-night, and out of an Exceſs of Charity, take a ſmall 
Care of that naſty drunken TY there—Do but look 
at him, Belinda. 

Bel. Ay, *tis a ſavoury Diſh. 

L. B. As ſavoury as tis, I'm 18 with it. Prichee, 
call the Butler to take it away. 

Bel. Call the Butler ?——Call the Scavenger. 

To a Servant within] Who's there ? Call Raſor Let 
him take away his Maſter, ſcour him clean with a little 
ſoap and ſand, and ſo put him to bed. 

L 3 Come, Belinda, III e'en lie with you to- night; | 
and in the Morning we'll ſend for our Gentlemen to ſet 

this Matter even. 
Bel. With all my Heart. 
L. B. Good-night my Dear. (Making a ow C ore 
Both. Ha, ha, ha. (ZE xeunt. 
Enter Raſor. 
My Lady, there's a Wag My Maſter, there's F 
Cuckold, Marriage is a lippery Thing—Women have 
_ deprav'd . Appetites—My Lady's a Wag; I have heard. 
all; J have ſeen all; I underſtand all; and I'll tell all; 
for my little Frenchwoman loves News dearly. This | 
Story”ll gain her Heart, or nothing will. 

7 his Maſter.) Come, Sir, your Head's too full of 
Fumes at preſent, to make room. for your Jealouſy ; but 
I reckon we ſhall have rare work with you, „when your 
Pate's empty, Come to your Kennel, you cuckoldy 
drunken Sot you. | 
Carries him out upon his back 


SCEN E, 
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SCENE, Lady Fancyful's Houſe. 
Enter Lauy Fancyful and Madamoiſelle. 


L. Fan. But, why did not you tell me before, Madas 


moiſelle, that Raſor and you were fond? 

Mad. De Modeſty hinder me, Matam. 

L. Fan. Why, truly, Modeſty does often hinder us 
from doing Things we have an extravagant Mind to, 
But does he love you well enough yet, todo any Thing 
you bid him? Do you think to oblige you he wou'd 
ſpeak Scandal ? 

Mad. Matam, to oblige your Latyſhip, he ſhall ſpeak 
blaſphemy. 

L. Fan. Why then, Madamoiſelle, I'll tell you what 
you ſhall do. You ſhall engage him to tell his Maſter, 
all that has paſt at Sprizg-Garden : I have a Mind he 
ſhou'd know what a Wife and a Niece he has got. 

Mad. II le fera, Matam. 

Enter a Footman, who ſpeaks to Madamoiſelle apart. 

Foot. Madamoiſelle ; yonder's Mr. Rajor defires to 
peak with you. 

Mad. Tell him I come preſently. (Fxit Henan 
Raſor be dare, Matam. 


I. Fan. That's fortunate: Well, PI leave you 1 1 


ther, and if you find him aubborn, Madamoiſell. 
hark you don't refuſe him a few little reaſonable 
1 HY to put him into Humour. 
Mad. Laiſez moy faire. ( Exit L. Fan. 
aber peeps in, and ſeeing L. Fan. gone, runs to Mad. 
Tales her about the Neck, and lies her. 


ad. How now Confidence. 


-. Raj. How now, Modeſty: a 
Mad. Who make you fo familiar, Sirrah ? 


Naß My Impudence, Huſſy. 


In Stand off, Rogue-face. 
Na Ah—Madamoiſelle—great News at our Houſe 


Mad. Why, what be de Matter ? 


Raſ. The Matter ?— Why, Uptails. all's the Matter. 
Mad. Tu te. mocgue de moy 
RNaſ. Now do you long to know the Particulars : 
The Time when: The Place where: The Manner how : 
But I won't tell you a word more. 
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75 
Maud. Nay, den dou kill me, Raſer. 


Raſ. Come kiſs me, then (Clapping his Hands 
15 1222 Nay, Pridee, tell me. behind him. 
Raf. Good b'wy to ye. | (Gong. 


Mad. Hold, hold : 1 will kiſs dee. (Kifing him. 
Raf. So, That's civil: Why. now, my pretty Pall ; 
my Goldfinch ; my little Waterwagtail - you muſt 

know that—Come, kiſs me again. 5 

Mad. I won't kiſs dee no more. 

Raſ. Good b'wy to ye. 

Mad. Doucement ; Dare: Es tu content. (Haine Bim. 

Raſ. So: Now I'll tell thee all. 
Why, the News is, that Cuckoldom in Folio, is newly 
printed; and Matrimony in Quarto, is juſt going into 
the Preſs ; will you buy any books, Madamoi/elle ? 

Mad. 7 1 parles comme un Librair, de Devil no under- 
ſtand de. 

| Raſ. Why then, chat I may mk myſelf intelligible 
to a Waiting-woman, I'Il ſpeak like a Valet-de-Cham- 
bre. My Lady has Cuckolded my Maſter. 

Mad. Bon. 

Raſ. Which we take very ill at her Hands, L can tell 
her that. We can't yet prove Matter of Fact upon her. 

Mad. M' import. 

Raſ. But we can prove, that Matter 1 Fadt had * 
to have been upon her. | | 

Mad. Ouy da. | 

Raſ. For we have ſuch bloody Circumſtances. 

Mad. Sans doute. 

Raſ. That any Man of! Parts may draw cicking Con- 


cluſions from 'em. 

Mad. Fort bien. 

Raſ. We have found a Couple of — well built Gen- 
tlemen ſtuft into her Ladyſhip's-Cloſer.. 

Mad. Le Diable. 

Raſ. And I, in my particular Parton Sa diſcover'd 
a moſt damnable Plot, how to perſuade my poor Maſ- 
ter, that all this Hide and Seek, this Will in the Whiſp. 
has no: other Meaning than a Chriſtian Marriage for 
iwett Mrs. Belinda. 

Mad. Une Marriage? — 4h le fo Droleh. 
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Ra/. Don't vou interrupt me, H uſſy; tis agreed, 1 
fay. And my innocent Lady, to. riggle herſelf out at the 
Se ring of the Buſineſs, turns riage-Bawd to her 
Niece, and reſolves to deliver up her Air Body to be 
tumbled and mumbled, by that young * ö 
iter, Heartfree.. Now are you Wu d'? 

Mad. No. LEES 

Raf. Right Woman; always gaping for more. | 

Mad. Dis be all den, dat dou know ? e 

- Raſ. All? Ay and a great deal too, I think. | 

Mad. Dou be Fool, dou know noting. 

E coute mon pouore Raſor. 
Dou fees des two Eyes? Des two Eyes have ſeede Devil 

Raf. The Woman's mad. 

Mag. In ä on Rogue C enflant meet 7 

Lady. 
8 on. 1 
Mad. Pl tell de no more. 
Naſ. Nay, prithee my Swan. 5 

Mad. (te kiſs me den. FOE her Hands be 

Raſ. I won't kiſs you, not I. hind her as he had 
Mad. Adieu. | Abus before. 

Raſ. Hold Now proceed. (Give her @ hearty Kiſs. 

Mad. Aca—] hide myſelf in one cunning Place, where 
J hear all, and ſee all. Firſt dy drunken Maſter come 
mal à propos: but de Sot no N own er . 
ſo he leave her to her Sport. — 


Den de Game begin. 

De Lover ſay ſoft Ting. 2 foe PM, Raser Hill 
De Lady lack upon de: "ONO ac the Man, and/or 
He 47 her by de Hand. F the Meman. 


She turn her head on oder Way. 

Den he ſqueeze very hard. 

Den ſhe pull—very ſoftly. | 

Den he take her in his Arm. 

Den-ſhe give him leetel Pat. 

Den he kiſs-her Tettons. 0 Eq 
Den ſhe-ſay—Piſh, nay, free. | 
Den he' tremble. | : 
Den ſhe—ſigh. - = 

Den he pull her into the Arbor. 

Den ſhe — him. 


Raf 


= 
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Raf Ay, but not fo hard, you baggage you. 
Mad. Den he 1882 2 5 9 F 5 


She grow weak. 
He tro her down. 


1] tombe deu. e | 
Le Diable a//ji}. Raſor Aruggles 38855 
Il emport tout: 33 her as if he un d 
Stand off, Sirrah. | throw her down. 


Ra. You have ſet mea fire you Jade you. 
Mad. Den go to de River and quench dy ſelf. 
Raf. What an unnatural Harlot *tis. | | 
Mad. Rafor.' © | "VOY lanzuifoing on him, 
Raſ. Madamoiſelle. | | 
Mad. Dou no love me. | 
Raſ. Not love thee! ore than: a Frenchman does 


Soop. 


Mad. Den dou will refuſe nothing dat I bid dee? 
Raſ. Don't bid me be damn'd then. = 
Mad. No; 1 tell dy Maſter, all T have tell dee of | 


dy Laty. 


Raſ. Why you little malicious Strumper you, ſhou'd 
you like to be ſervd ſo? 

Mad. Dou diſpute den ph Allien; 

Raf. Hold — hut why wilt thou make me be ſuch 5 


a Rogue, my Dear? 


Mad. Voila un vrai Anglois ] il eſt amoure x, & copen- 
dant il went raiſoner. Vac en au Diable. | 
Raf. Hold once more: In hopes, -thou?!t give me up 


thy Body, I reſign thee up my Soul. 


Mad. Bon : &raute donc If © She takes him about the 
dou fail me — I never fee dee; Neck, and gives him 
more if thou obey me— Je m 2 4 ſmacking Ki ſs. 


abandonne a toy (Exit Mad. 
Raſ. ( Licking his Lips. * Not be a Rogue? — Amor 
Dincit omnia. (Exit Raſor. 


Enter Lady Fancyful waa Madamoiſelle. | 
L. Han. Marry, ſay ye? Will the two things marry ? 
Mad. On le da faire, Matam. 
IL. Fan. Look ye, Madamoiſelle, in ſhort, I can't bear 


it — No; I find I can't—if once I ſee em in bed toge- 
ther, I ſhall have ten thouſand Thoughts in my head will 


D 2: make 
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make me run diſtracted. Therefore run and call Rajor 
back immediately, for ſomething muſt be done to ſtop \, 
this impertinent Wedding. If I can defer it but four 
and twenty Hours, ]'ll make ſuch work about Town, 
with that little pert Slut's Reputation, he ſhall as fooh 
marry a Witch 

Mad. (Afide.) La V. vile bien intentionee [Exeunt. 

8 CE NE, Conſtant's Lodgings. 1 
Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 

Con. But what doſt thou think will come Soup this 
Buſineſs? 

Heart. Tis ear to think what will not come on't. 

Con. What's that ? 

Heart. A Challenge, I know the Enight too well 
for that. His dear Body will always prevail upon his 
noble Soul to be quiet. 

Con. But tho? he dare not challenge me, _ he 
may venture to challenge his Wife. 

Heart. Not if you whiſper him in the Ear, you won't 
have him do't? and there's no other way left that I ſee. 
For as drunk as he was, he'll remember you and I were 
where we ſhould not be: And I don't think him quite 
Blockhead enough yet, to be perſuaded we were got in- 
to his Wife's Cloſet only to peep in her Prayer Book. 

| Enter Servant with a Letter. 
Ser. Sir, here's a Letter, a Porter brought it. 
Con. O ho, here's Inſtructions for s. 
Reads) The Accident that has happen' d has touched our In- 
 evention to the quick. We wou'd fain come g, without your 
Belp; but find that's impoſſible. In a word, the whole 
. buſineſs muſt be thrown upon a matrimonial Intrigue, be- 
taveen your Friend and mine. But if the Parties are not 
fond enough to go quite through with the Matter ; 'tis 
. ſufficient for our Turn, they own the Defigen. We'll find 


Pretences enough, to break the Match. Adieu. 
Well, Woman for Invention: How long wou'd my 
Blockhead have been producing this ? N 


Fey, Heartfree; what muſing man? Prithee be chearful. 
What ſay'ſt thou, Friend, to this matrimonial remedy ? 
. Why I ſay, tis worſe than the Diſeaſe. 
Den Here's a Fellow for you: There's beauty and mo- 
ey on her _ and love up to the ears on his; and 2 
c tt. 
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1 And yet, I think, I may reaſonably be allow'd 
; to boggle at marrying the Niece, in the very Moment 

+ | that you are debauching the Aunt. 

Con. Why truly, there may be ſomething in that. 

But have not you a good Opinion enough of your own 
Parts, to belieye you cou'd keep a Wife to yourſelf ? 

Heart. I ſhou'd have, if I had a good Opinion enough - 
of her's, to believe ſhe cou'd do as much by me. For to 
do them right, after all, the Wife ſeldom rambles, till- 
the Huſband ſhews her the way. 

Con. 'Tis true, a Man: of real worth, ſcarce ever is- 
a Cuckold, but by his own Fault. Women are not natu- 
rally lewd, there muſt be ſomething to urge them to it. 
I They'll cuckold a Chyrl, out of Revenge; a Fool, be- 
cauſe they deſpiſe: him; a Beaſt, becauſe they loath him. 
But when they make bold with a Man they once had a 
well grounded Value for, tis becauſe they firſt ſee them- 
; ſelves neglected by him. 

Heart. Nay, were I well afſur'd, that I ſhou'd never 
grow Sir John, I ne'er ſhou'd fear Belinda d play my 
Lady. Bur our weakneſs, thou know'ſt, my Friend, 
conſiſts in that very Charge, we ſo impudently throw up- 
on (indeed) a ſteadier and more generous Sex. | 

Con. Why faith we are a little unpudent in that matter. 
that's the Truth on't, . But this is wonderful, to ſce you 
grown ſo warm an Advocate- for thoſe (but t'other Day) 8 
you took ſo much Pains to abuſe. 

Heart. All Revolutions run into Extreams : The Bi- 
got makes the boldeſt Atheiſt; and the coyeſt Saint, tbe 
7 moſt extravagant Strumpet. But prithee adviſe me in 
855 this Good and Evil, this Life and Death; this Bleſſing 
i and Curſing, that is ſet before me. Shall I marry—Or 
die a Maid? 

Con. Why faith, Heartfree, Matrimony is like an 
. Army going to engage. Love's the forlorn Hope, which 
is ſoon cut eff; the Marriage-knot is the Main-body, - 
which; may ſtand buff a long Time; and Repentance 1s 
. the Rear-guard, which rarely gives Ground, as long as 
2 the main Battle has a being. 

Heart. Concluſion then; you adviſe me to whore on, 
5 as you . 


* 
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Con. That's not concluded yet. For tho' Marriage 
be a Lottery, in which there are a wondrous many 
Blanks; yet there is one ineſtimable Lot, in which the 
only Heaven on Earth is written. Wou'd your kind 
Fate but guide your Hand to that, though I were rapt 
in all that Luxury itſelf cou'd cloath me with, I ſtill 
ſhou'd envy you.. 

Heart. And juſtly too : For to be capable of loving 
one, doubtleſs is better than to poſſeſs a thouſand. Bur 
how far that Capacity's in me, alas, I Kew not. 

Con. But you wou'd know? 

Heart I wou'd fo. 

Con. Matrimony will inform you. | 
Come, one Flight of Reſolution carries you to the Lint 
of Experience; where, in a very moderate time, you'll 
know the Capacity of your 1 and your Body both, 
or I'm miſtaken. 4, [Exeunt. 


SCENE, Sir John Brute's Houſe. 
Enter Lady Brute and Belinda, 

Bel. Well, Madam, what Anſwer have you from "em? 

Oe Fd bat they'll be here this Moment. I fancy 

"will end in a Wedding. I'm ſure he's a Fool if it 
don t. Ten thouſand Pound and ſuch a Laſs as you are, 
is no contemptible Offer to a younger Brother. But are 
not you under ſtrange A gitations ? Prithee how does 
your Pulſe beat? | 
Biel. High and low; I have much ado to be valiant; 
Sure it mult feel very ſtrange to go to Bed to a Man? 

L. B. Um it does feel a little odd at firſt, but it will 
Joon grow eaſy to you. 
| Enter Conſtant aud Heartfree. 

I. B. Good morrow, Gentlemen: How have you 
 Nept after your Adventure? 
Heart. Some careful Thoughts, Ladies, on your Ac- 
counts have kept us waking. 

Bel. And ſome careful Thoughts on your own, I be- 
uieve, have hindred you from ſleeping. Pray how does 
this matrimonial TIT reliſh with you ? * 

| cart, 
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Heart. Why faith e'en as ſtorming of Towns does with 
Soldiers, where the Hopes of delicious Plunder bariſhes 
the Fear of being knock'd on the Head, 

Bel. Is it then poſſible after all, that you dare think 
of downright lawful Wedlock ? 

Heart. Madam, you have been ſo fool-hardy, I dare 
do any Thing. 

Bel. Then, Sir, I 1 you; and Matrimony” . 
the Spot where J expect you. 

Heartfree. Tis enough; Pl1l not fail. 

(Alide) So now I am in for Hobbes Voyage; a great 
Leap in the Dark. 

L. B. Well, Gentlemen, this Matter being condi 
then, have you got your Leſſons ready? For Sir John 
is grown ſuch an Atheiſt of late, he Il believe nothing 
upon eaſy Terms. 

Con. Well find Ways to extend his Faith, Madam. 
But pray how do you find him this Morning. + 
L. B. Moſt lamentably moroſe, chewing the Cud af- 
ter laſt Night's Diſcovery 3 ; of which however he has 
but a confus'd Notion een now. But I'm afraid the 
Valet-de-Chambre has told him all, for they are very bu- 
ſy together at this Moment. When ] told him of Belin- 
da's Marriage, I had no other Anſwer but a Grunt: From 
which you may draw what Concluſions you think fit. 

But to your Notes, Gentlemen, he's here, 
Enter Sir John and — 

Con. Good-morrow, Sir. 

Heart. Good-morrow, Sir John. I'm very ſorry my 
Indiſcretion ſhou'd cauſe ſo much Diforder in your Fa- 
mil 

pA Diſorders generally come from Indiſcretions, rs 

'tzs no ſtrange Thing at all. 

L. B. I hope, my Dear, you are ſatisfied there was 
no Wrong intended you ? 

Sir John. None my Dove. 

Bel. If not, I hope my Conſent to marry Mr. Heart- | 
Free will convince you. For as little as I know of Amours, 
Sir, I can aſſure you, one Intrigue is enough to bring 


four People — without further Miſchief. 
Sis 
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Sir Jabs And I know too, that Intrigues tend to 
Procreation of more Kinds than one. One Intrigue 
will beget another, as ſoon as beget a Son or a Daugh- 
ter. 

Con. I am very ſorry, Sir, to fee. you ſtill ſeem unſa- 

tisſied with a Lady, whoſe more than common Virtue, 
J am ſure, were ſhe my Wife, ſhou'd meet à better U- 
ſage. 

Sir John. Sir, if her Conduct has put a Trick upon 
her Virtue, her Virtue s the Bubble, but her Huſband's 
the Loſer. 

Con. Sir, you havereceiv'd a ſufficient Anſwer already, 
to juſtify both her Conduct and mine. You'll pardon me 
for meddling in your Family Affairs; but I perceive I am + 
the Man you are Jealous of, and therefore it concerns me. 

Sir John. Wou' d it did not concern me, and then 14 
ſhou'd not care who it concern d. 

Con. Well, Sir, if Truth and Reaſon won't content 

you, I know but one way more, which if you think fit, . 
you may take. 

Sir Fohu. Lord, Sir, you are very haſty : If I had 
been found at Prayers in your Wife's Cloſet, I ſhou'd 
me allow'd you twice as much Time to come to Ws 
ſelf in. 

Con. Nay, Sir, if Time. be all you want, we Have. 
no Quarrel. | 

Heart. I told you how the Sword wou'd work upon | | 
him. ' (Si ir John mu/es. J 

. Let him mule however, Tl — fifty Pound our 

Foreman hrings us in, not guilty. 

1 


Sir John. (Aide) Tis well—'tis very well — in ſpite of 
that young Jade's matrimonial Intrigue, I am a down- 
right ſtinking Cuckold Here they are—Boo— Methinks 
I could butt with a Bull. ( Putting his Hand to his Forehead. 
What the Plague did I marry her for? I knew-ſhe did 
not like me; if ſhe had, ſhe wou'd have lain with me ; 
for I wou'd have done fo, becauſe I lik'd her: But that's 
paſt, and I have her. And now, what ſhall I do with 
er, If I put my Horns into my Pocket, ſhe'll grow in- 
ſolent If I don't, that Goat there, that Stallion, is 
ready to whip me through the Guts —The Debate then 
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is reduc'd to this; ſhall F die a Hero ? or live a Raſcal ? 
— Why, wiſer Men than I, have long fince concluded, 
that a living Dog is better than a dead Lion — 
To Con. and Heart.) Gentlemen, now my Wine and 
my Paſſion ate governable, I muſt own, I have never ob- 
ſerv'd any Thing in my Wife's Courſe of Life, to back 
me in my Jealouſy of her : But Jealouſy's a Mark of 

Love; ſo ſhe need not trouble her Head about it, as long 


p Fe b 6 — , 


as J make no more words on't. 
Lady Fancyful enters diſguis d, and addreſſes to Belinda 
| apart. | | 
Con. J am glad to ſee your Reaſon rule at laſt, Give 
me your Hand, I hope yon will look upon me as you 
are wont. 
Sir Fohn. Your humble Servant. ( Aſide.) A wheedling 
Son of a Whore. | 
Heart. And that I may be ſure you are Friends with 
me too, pray give me your Conſent to wed your Niece. 
Sir John. Sir, you have it with all my Heart: Damn 
me if you han't ( Hae.) Tis Time to get rid of her; 
A young pert Pimp; ſhe'll make an incomparable Bawd 
in a little Time. | 1 
Enter a Servant who gives Heartfree @ Leiter. 
Bel. Heartfree your Huſband, ſay you? tis impoſſible. 
L. Fan. Wou'd to kind Heaven it were: But tis too 
true; and in the world there lives not ſuch a Wretch. 
I'm young ; and either I have been flatter'd by my 
Friends, as well as Glaſs, or Nature has been: kind and 
generous to me. I had a fortune too, was greater far 
than he could ever hope for. But with my Heart, I am 
robb'd of all the reſt I'm ſlighted and I'm beggar'd 
both at once. I have ſcarce a bear Subſiſtence from the 
Villain, yet dare complain ta none; for he has ſworn, 
if e'er tis known I am his Wife, he'll murder me. 


| (Weeping. 1 

Bel. The Traytor ! | | N 
L. Fan. 1 accidentally was told he courted you; Cha- 

rity ſoon prevail'd upon me to prevent your Miſeryj:- 
And as you ſee, I'm ftill ſo generous even to him, as 
not to ſuffer he ſhould do a Thing, for which the Law 

might take away his Life. (Weeping. 


Bel. 
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HE Bel. Poor Creature; how T pity her ! 


(They cenrftar talking af ade, 5 
| 1 7 Abd. J: Death and Decanation Let me read 
it again. ( Read:) Though I have a particular Reaſon, 


not to let you know OE T am "till 1 ſee you pet you'll ea» 
fly believe tis a faithful Friend that gives you this Ad- 
vice ] have lain. with Belinda. (Good) I have a 


Child by her, (better and better) which is now at Nurſe, 


(Heaven be prais'd) and I think the Foundation laid for 
another (Ha !—Old Truepenpy !) Ne Rack could have 
. tortur'd this Story from me; hut Friend/hip has done it. 
4 heard of ' your Deſign to marry her, and cou'd not fee you 


abus'd. Make uſe of my Advice, but keep my Secret till 


| [Exit. L. Fan. 
* C. (7 Bel) Come, 1 (hall we ſend for the 


1 all for't again. Adieu. 


Parſon ? J doubt here's no bu neſs for the Lawyer: 


Younger Brothers have nothing to ſettle but their hearts, 
and that I believe my Friend here has 1 dene; 


very faithfully. 


Bel. (Scornfull % Are you FD) Sir, there are no old : 


Mortgages upon it ? 


Heart. (Coldly) It you think there are, Madam, it 
mayn't be amiſs to defer the Marriage till you 5 ſure 


they are paid off. 
Bel. 2 Afide) How the gall'd Horſe kicks ! 
7% Heart.) We'll defer-it as long as you pleaſe, Sir. 


Heart. The more time we take to conſider on't, Ma- 
dam, the leſs apt we ſhall be to commit Over- fights ; 


therefore, if you pleaſe, we'll put it off for juſt nine 
Months. 


Bel. Guilty Conſciences make Men Cowards : 1 don K. 


wonder you want time to reſolve. 


Heart. And they make Women deſperate: 1 don” t: 


wonder you were ſo quickly determin'd. . 
Bel. What does the Fellow mean ? 
Heart. What: does the Lady mean? 8 
pry 89 Zoons, what do you both mean? 


Heart. nfl Bel. Wall chafing about. 
A fide) Here is ſo much ſport going to be ſpoil d, 


i makes me ready to weep again. A Pox o' this im- 
0 pertinent 
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pertinent Lady Fancyful, and her Plots, and her French- 
woman too. She's a whimſical ill-natur'd Bitch, and 
when I have got my Bones broke in her Service, tis ten 
to one but my Recompence is a Clap ; F hear them tit- 
tering without ſtill. 1 cod, T'll e'en go lug them both 
in by the Ears, and diſcover the Plot to ſecure my 
Pardon. [ Exit. Rai. 
Con. Prithee e Heartfree. 
Heart. A fair Deliverance ; 3 thank my 8 tars and my 
Fi 
Bel. Tis well it went no Cartier. A baſe Fellow - Sid 
L. B. What can be the Meaning of all this? 

Bal What's his Meaniug, I don't know. But mine 
is; that if T had married him I-had had no H uſband. 

Heart. And what's her Meaning, I don't knew "But 
mine is; That if I had married her — had had Wife 
enough. 

Sir Jobn. Your People of wit have got ſuch cramp 
ways of expreſſing themſelves, they ſeldom comprehend 
one another. Pox take you, both, will you ſpeak that 
you may be underſtood. 
Enter Raſor in Sackloth, pulling in Lady Fancyful, and 
Madamoiſelle. | 

Ra. If they won't, here comes an Interpreter. 

L. B. Heaven ! what have we here ? Mo 

Raj. A Villain—but a repenting Villain. Stuff which 
Saints in all Ages have been made of. | 

All. Rafor ! 

L. B. What means this fudden Metamorphoſe? 

Raſ. Nothing without my Pardon. 

L. B. What Pardon do you want? 

Raſ. Imprimis, Your Ladyſhip's ; for a damnable Lis 
made upon your ſpotleſs Virtue, and Te to the Tune of 
Spring Garden. | 

To Sir John) Next at my generous Maſter's Peet I 
bend, for interrupting his more noble Thoughts with 

Phantoms of diſgracetul Cuckoldom. 

70 Con.) Thirdly, I to this Gentleman apply, for 
making him the Hero of my Romance: 

70 Heart.) F ourthly, your Pardon, noble Sir, I aſk, for 
<landeſtinely marrying you, without either biddi 5 of 

anns. 
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Banns, Biſhop's Licence, Friend's Cenſent — —or your 
own Knowledge. 

To Bel.) And laſtly, to my good young Lady's Cle- 
mency I come, for pretending the Corn was ſow'd in the 
Ground, before ever the Plough had been in the Field. 

Sir Johr. ( {ade So that after ail, tis a moot Point, 

whether I 10 a Cuckold or not. 
Bel. Well, Sir, upon Condition you confeſs all, I'II 
pardon you myſelf, and try to obtain as much from the 
reſt of the Company. But I muſt know chen, Wh tis 
has put you upon all this Miſchief? a 

Raſ. Satan, and his Equipage. Woman — me. 
Luſt weaken'd me And ſo the Devil overcame me: 
As fell 44am, ſo fell J. 

Bel. Then pray, Mr. Adam, will you make us ac- 
quainted with your Eve? 

Raſ. (To Mad.) Unmaſk, for the Honour of 83 

All. Madamoiſelle 

Mad. Me aſk ten Thouſand Pardon of all de good 
Company. 


Sir 7ohbn. Why, this Miſtery thickens inſtead of clear- 


Ing up. 
To Raſ.) You Son of a Whore you, pt us out of our 


Pain. | ] 

Raſ. One Moment brings Sun-ſhine. | | 
_ © Shewing Mad.) 'Tis true, this is the Woman that 
tempted me. But this 1s the Serpent that tempted the 


woman: And if my Prayers might be heard, her Puniſh- 


ment for ſo doing, ſhou'd be like the Serpents of old. 
Pulls off L. F's Mask) She ſhou'd lie upon her FACE, 
all the Days of her Lite. 
All. Lady Fancyful ! 
Biel. Impertinent! 
L. B. Ridiculous ! 
Al. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 
| Bel. I hope your Ladyſhip will give me leave to wiſh 
you Joy, ſince you have own'd your Marriage yourſelf. 
70 Heartfree.) I vow, twas ſtrangely wicked in you, 
to think of another Wife, when you had one already ſo 
charming as her Ladyſhip. 
|: Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 


. Far. 


* 


— — A 


- 


The Provok'd Wife. 87 
I. Fan. (Afde.) Confuſion ſeize em, as it ſeizes me!? 
Mad. Que le Diable e toute ce Maraut de Raſor. 
Bel. Your Ladyſhip ſeems diſorder'd: A breeding 

Qualm, perhaps. Mr. Heartfree, your Bottle of Hunga- 

ry-water to your Lady. Why, Madam, he ſtands as un- 

concern'd, as if he were your Hufband in earneſt. 

L. Fan. Your Mirth's as nauſeous as yourſe'f,: Belinda · 
Lou think you triumph o'er a Rival now. 

Helas | ma pauwvre fille. Where-e'er I'm a Rival, there's 
no Cauſe for Mirth. No, my poor Wretch, *tis from ano- 
ther principle I have acted. I know that Thing there 
wou'd make ſo perverſe a Huſband, and you ſo imperti- 
nent a Wife; that leſt your mutual Plagues ſhou'd make 
you both run Imad, I charitably wou'd have broke the 
Match. He, he, he, he, he! | 2 

(Exit laughing affeted}]y. Madamoiſelle following her. 

Mad. He, he, he, he, he! F 

All. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha | 
Sir Fohn. ( Afide.) Why, now this Woman will be 
married to ſomebody too, | 

Bel. Poor Creature, what a Paſſion ſhe's in: But I 
forgive her. | | | 

Heart. Since you have ſo much Goodneſs for her, I 
hope you'll pardon my Offence too, Madam. 

Bel. There will be no great Difficulty in that, ſince I 
am guilty of an equal Fault. 

Heart. Then Pardons being paſt on all Sides, pray, . 


let's to Church to conclude the Day*s Work. 
Con. But before you go, let me treat you, pray, with 
a Song, a new married Lady made within this Week; it 
may be of uſe to you both. | 
| 'L SSD NG; 
1 | 
** yielding firſt to Damon's Flame 
1 ſunk into his Arms, 
He ſauore he'd ever be the ſame, 
Then rifled all my Charms. 
But fond of what h'ad long defir'd, 
Tor greedy of his Prey, 
My Shepherd's Flame, alas] expir d 
Before the Verge of Day. 
E 


1 
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: II. 
My 8 in Lovers Wars, 
Reproach'd his quick Defeat : 4 
Confus'd, aham 4 and bath d in 8 
1 mourn'd bis cold Retreat. 
45 length, Ah . Shepherdeſs, cry d he, 
Wou'd you my Fire renew, 
55 you muſt retreat like me, 


Tu loft if you purſue. 
Heart. So, Madam ; now had "A Parſon but done his 


Buſineſs —— 
Bel. You'd be half weary of your Bargain, 555 
Heart. No, ſure, I might diſpenſe with one N 8 
Lodging, 
1 Bel. I'm ready to try, Sir. 
Heart. Then let's to Church. 


And if it be our Chance to diſagree —— | 
Bl. Take heed—The ſurly Huſband's Face you ſee. 


- SOLD, — 
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Lady B. 


Bel. 


Lady 


Bel. 


Why, we muſt een ſay nr, 4 our own. 


. Excuſe me, after you. 


m all nnn 


EP TL OG UE. 


Spoken by Lady BruTs and — 


Ne Epilogue ! ; 1 
1 W 7 13 of none, 
Lord ! How Kall ave excuſe it to the Town? 


Our own Ay, that needs be precious Stu. 
Tl lay. my i they'll ble it veil ä 
Come, Faith, begin. 


Nay, pardon me for that, I FOR my Cue. 
O for the World, I would not have Precedenct. 
O Lord ! 
1 fevear. 


O He 


Firft then, know all, before our Doom i is ft, 
The third Day is for ut——_ }. 
Nay and the Sixth. 


Mie ſpeak not from the Poet now, nor is it 


His Cauſe—( want a Rhime ) 
That we ſollicite. 


Den ſure you caunot have the Hearts to be ſevere; ; 


And damn us 
Damn us Let en if they dare. | 
Why, if they fſhou'd, what Puniſbment remains ? 


Eternal Exile from behind our Scenes. 


ly. But if they're kind, that Sentence we'll recal. 


We can be gratef ul. 


And have wherewithal,. 
But at Grand Treaties hope not to be — 


Before Preliminaries are adjuſted. 
You know the Time, and wwe appoint this Places ; 
. _ if you pleaſe, aue li meet and ſign the Peace, 
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